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PREFACE. 

In consequence of the favourable manner in 
which the former editions of these poems were 
received by the Press, the Author, after a lapse 
of some years, has determined upon bringing 
out a new edition. He has also thought fit to 
add a few more short poems, viz., " Hymn to 
the Creator," at page 67 ; "Allonby Eevisited," 
at page 74 ; and " Lines to the Ocean, supposed 
to be written at Howth, near Dublin," at 
page 187. Trusting that these now mentioned 
may meet with a reception as favourable as that 
of the mass of the volume on its former 
appearance, the Author again ventures before 
the Public. 

Carlisle, May 15, 1866. 
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THE PLEASURES OF MUSie. 



TO 



DR. ANSTER, OF DUBLIN. 



THIS POEM 



IS MOST RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED 



THE AUTHOR 



TRIBUTE OP ADMIRATION. 



THE PLEASURES OF MUSIC. 



-■ THE ABGtJMENT. 

Music given by Heaven to relieve the cares of life— Its refining influence, 
and connection with all the nobler feelings of humanity— The Music 
of Nature— A Moonlight Scene and Summer Morning— The Music 
of Church-bells, and the associations it awakens— The effect on the 
mind of sacred Mu^o— Allusion to the splendid display of Cathedral, 
and the simpler form of Presbyterian worship— The feeling produced 
by Music at a Soldier's Funeral— Its power of awakening patriotic 
emotion— Allusion to the Battle of Trafalgar— Sodal Sensibility and 
the lore of Music connected— Description of a Winter's evening at 
home, and the influence of Music in increasing domestic enjoyment 
—Its power of awakening the dance— The .£oUan Lyre— The pleas- 
ing effect produced by Music amid a beautiful landscape by moon- 
light—Music the most eloquent appealer to the heart— Its power 
over memory— Over the emotion of pity— Its influence in soothing 
the irritation of the feelings— The human voice— The last appear- 
ance of Malibran— Jenny Lind— Condusion. 

Amid the weary wilderness of Life, 
Toiling along in bitterness and strife^ 
Say, Traveller, hast thou found no faiiy spell, 
To charm thy care, thy mournfulness to quell ? 
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Music ! that spell is thine, to thee we owe 
The sweet, refreshing, rest that gladdens Woe ; 
Tis thine to bid the throb of sorrow cease, 
Tis thine to ponr the grateful balm of peace, 
And thine to make the raptur'd bosom feel 
As much of Heaven as Nature can reveal. 

Music I sweet Goddess I by thy power refin'd, 
The charms of Taste exalt the cultur'd mind ; 
Inspired by thee, Expression's varying art 
Can warmth of fancy, feeling, soul impart I 
Each gen'rous impulse brightens into day, 
Our finer nature has its wonted play. 
While the sweet Sister Arts thy power attend, 
And all the softness of refinement lend. 
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Music I where'er o'er Nature's face we roam, 
Wide o'er the world's domain, we find thy home ; 
The whisp'ring breeze, the murmur of the sea, 
The song of birds, are buoyant all with thee ; 
Thine is the charm of each delightful hour, 
When Spring's best beauty blooms around the bower, 
And thine the sadness of the wintry blast. 
That seems to mourn o'er Summer's glories past. 
'Tis night I the sounds of busy tumult cease. 
The sturdy sons of labour sleep in peace, 
No voice is heard around, no steps intrude 
To mar the pleasing calm of solitude ; 
The moon with silver gems the silent scene, 
And o'er the waters throws her light serene. 
Wide o'fir the view the lovely landscape glows 
In all the chasten'd beauty of repose, 
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And here, where wrapt in midnight, Nature sleeps, 
Her tranquillizing empire Music keeps ; 
The breeze that £alls like magic on the ear, 
The gently- whispering wave, that murmurs near, 
Breathe o^er the musing mind the tone of rest, 
And lull each fever'd passion of the breast ; 
Bemembrance there recalls each cherished scene. 
Hid by the tide of years, that rolls between, 
Views the sweet hours of pleasure, long smce fled, 
Hours to the hopes, the joys of boyhood wed. 
When lightsome Ardour gladdened every heart. 
And sportive Pleasure played her smiling part. 
When Care and Sorrow were alike unknown. 
Nor Vice had marked the bosom for her own. 

How fair the brightness of the early mom, 
When by the breeze the flower's sweet breath is borne. 
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When the mild radiance of the dawning day 
Sheds its sweet sunshine o'er the landscape gay, 
When the glad voice of birds salutes the ear, 
And not a cloud o'ercasts Heaven's azure clear ! 
Say, does the musing mind not feel the sway 
Gf gladness chase its sorrow here away ? 
Does not the festive tone of Nature's voice 
Bid the forlorn, the aching heart rejoice ? 
Yes I Music, yes ! thy joyful -presence here 
Inspires the heart with thoughts to rapture dear ; 
Hope's cheering visions fill the lightsome breast, 
And Life seems now in Fancy's splendour drest, 
Age feels the sweetness of thy aid restore 
The buoyant freshness felt in youth before, 
And all the sportive fondness of the boy 
Eetums recall'd by thy glad tones of joy. 
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'Tis sweet to hear the gentle Sabbath bell 
Breathe its soft accents o'er the village dell ; 
And, as its silvery cadence meets the ear, 
What feelings rise to English nature dear ! 
How glows the bosom with that loyal pride. 
To all our best and bravest thoughts allied I 
For, His the sweetest Music of this land, 
Where Peace and Freedom flourish hand in hand, 
Where smiling verdure decks the gentle vale. 
And health is wafted in the freshening gale, 
Where live the brave in arms, the great in song. 
Where Commerce dwells her crowded shores along, 
Whose stately navy on the broad deep rolls. 
And whose majestic sway unites the poles. 

Is there on earth no great, no potent spell. 
To raise the raptured mind from where we dwell ? 
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Is there no power below to fix the thought 
On scenes of heavenly loveliness remote ? 
To bid us look beyond this narrow sphere, 
And feel that Mind's enthronement is not here ? 
Thine is that spell, sweet Music I thine the power 
Which elevates, refines Devotion's hour, 
And wafts the spirit, on its heaven-ward flight, 
To scenes that shine in everlasting light I 

Let Admiration pause, and ponder near — 
Lo ! York's majestic Minster's choir is here ! 
As the deep organ's tone inspires the while, 
Come, let us pause amid the cloister'd aisle, 
And let the rapt, the spell-bound footsteps bend 
Where tower and arch their gothic splendour lend ! 
Here, as the rising anthem rends the air, 
Devotion lifts the raptur'd soul in prayer, 
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Far fairer scenes delight the ravished view, 
And Fancy's fading fire now bums anew, 
For, in the sacred joy each strain supplies, 
We feel the ecstatic powers of Paradise. 

Or, would you pause where pious rustics sing 
A simpler song of praise to Heaven's great King, 
Go, view the spot where Scotia's mountains rise. 
And torrents foam beneath the azure skies. 
Here, in the midst of solitude sublime. 
Where craggy clifFs resist the power of Time, 
Within those rustic walls that storms defy, 
The solemn song of praise ascends on high ; 
And, as united voices breathe around 
The pure, ungarnish'd majesty of sound. 
The sweet and simple form of worship here 
Draws from its silent source the trembling tear, 
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We own the charm that Music can impart, 
When least assisted by the aid of Art, 
And, as the purest sanctuary, hail , 
The healthful freshness of the mountain gale. 

Say,, would you feel sweet Music's mournful spell 
Cast a chaste sadness o'er the funeral knell ? 
Then view the pomp which ushers to the grave 
In martial state the relics of the brave I 
Mark the deep accents of the muffled drum ! 
And mark the slow and solemn ranks that come ! 
Here, as the plaintive march salutes the air, 
What mournful thoughts the musing fancy share. 
What gen'rous sorrow holds the'*spell-bound throng. 
That marks the pensive pageant pass along I 
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Lives there a man to nobler impulse dead, 
His best desires to sensual pleasure wed, 
Whose clay-cold feelings never yet have known 
That gen'rous pride the patriot calls his own ? 
Say, is his form the temple where the light 
Of Mind immortal glows divinely bright ? 
Say, does it claim that majesty divine. 
Through which the vivid beams of Godhead shine ? 
But, Music I charmed by thee what feelings rise I 
How at thy beck each base emotion flies ! 
Then brave, ennobling thoughts inspire the mind, 
Heroic virtues flourish unconfined, 
The love of freedom stamps the manly brow, 
And injured Virtue prompts the gen'rous vow. 
Yes I mark the soldier on the battle plain, 
Stirr'd by the power of Music's martial strain. 
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When warlike hosts combine in dread array, 
And Death's stern progress stains with gore his way, 
See ! how inspiring Freedom bids him glow, 
And how his dauntless ardour braves the foe, 
Till Triumph sheds her lustre o'er the day, 
And cheers the warrior with her welcome ray — 
Thus, when Trafalgar's wave disclosed to sight 
Opposing fleets array'd in hostile might, 
When, ere the conflict rag'd, that strain ^ arose, 
Warm'd by whose power each British bosom glows, 
The valour of her sons, fair England's pride, 
Then stemm'd the stormy wildness of the tide, 
Dispers'd the hostile navy that assail'd. 
And Britain's matchless majesty prevail'd. 



1 It is said, that just before the Battle of Trafalgar took place, the 
band of the British Navy played the air of " Rule Britannia," and 
thus inspirited the hearts of the seamen. 
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Who hath not proved the empire of that power, 
Which sways the joys of Youth's delightful hour ? 
Who hath not known the social heai*th impart 
The glow of transport to the feeling heart ? 
Who hath not felt sweet Beauty's magic sway 
The Stoic firmness of the soul betray ? 
But, waked by Music, all those feelings live. 
Warm with the brightest fervour Hope can give ; 
For, from that nobler nature of the mind, 
Whose purest source is by her power refined, 
Spring the sweet joys to social virtue true, 
Joys which enliven but the heav'n-taught few. 
And which the generous heart delights to claim, 
As winds that fan the brightness of its flame. 

How calm the joy Domestic Comfort brings. 
When o'er the pensive world grey Evening flings 
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Her sombre veil, and round the social hearth, 
Delighted kindred show their wonted mirth I 
When the bright taper cheers the peacefiil scene. 
And Fortune's sweetest sunshine smiles serene ; 
When fond Affection has her purest play, 
And Wit beguiles the haj^y hours away I 
Who would not leave the busy scenes of life, 
Where jarring Discord swells the voice of Strife, 
To view Domestic Comfort's calm retreat. 
That spot where all the gentler virtues meet ? 
What though no idle pomp, nor vain parade. 
Proclaim the sway of Fashion's lordly grade I 
What though no flatt'ring courtier meets the view. 
To utter what the heart believes untrue I 
Still the sweet joys that leave no sting behind 
Give tranquil transport to the wearied mind. 
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Yes ! here are pleasures, purer, dearer, far, 

Whicli e'en the world's contagion cannot mar, 

For Woman here, within the storm-scath'd dome, 

Inspires the calm, but heartfelt joys of home, 

Gives a soft impulse to the tone of mirth. 

And sheds her sweetness round the household hearth, 

'Tis here her virtues have their gentlest sway ! 

'Tis here her presence casts its purest ray ! 

'Tis here the chasten'd lustre of her love 

Shines, as the silver moon-beam from above I 

And here we feel that Nature chose to give 

Her heav'nly form, that Man might love to live I 

But say, does Music here perform no part, 

To bid the slumb'ring pulse of pleasure start ? 

Say, does the tide of social joy receive 

No streams, to swell the rapture it can leave ? 
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Yes I Music, yes I thy tributary aid 
Has oft to evening's joys its homage paid ; 
Oft have thy channs made glad the wintry hour, 
And oft have ardent souls there owned thy power, 
For, when thy cheering voice is heard around. 
What welcome thoughts inspire us at the sound ! 
Then brighter, fairer are our kindred's smiles, 
Then fonder far the gladness that beguiles, 
And doubly sweet the joys of home appear. 
When Music's mirthful presence lingers near. 

When Youth's gay numbers throng the festive ball. 
How Pleasure's liveliest powers the sense enthral I 
Then Beauty shows the brightness of her sheen, 
While Fashion's splendour dignifies the scene. 
And, as the dance invigorates the nighty 
How glows the heart with undisguis'd delight ! 
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Who does not feel the pulse's quicken'd play, 
When Music then gives impulse to the gay ? 
Yes ! when that sweetest pastime gains command, 
To swell the joy of Pleasure's votive band. 
When all the powers of Love's divine control 
Possess the spell-bound ardour of the soul. 
And when exulting Youth delights to find 
The madd'ning throb of rapture unconfin'd, 
Then Music, then, the triumph of thy might, 
And then the splendour of thy noon-tide light ! 

But, would you know the melancholy sway 
Of thoughts which mourn the march of Time's decay. 
Go where stem Winter sweeps the -^olian lyre. 
And feel the pensive mood his gales inspire ; 
Here does each whisper of the murm'ring wind 
Wake to reflection's power the musing mind ; 
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Its mournful music brings to Memory's view 
Far distant scenes to artless childhood true, 
When Hope's delusive visions cheered the breast, 
And promised joys that never were possest, 
When the sweet fondness of AiOfection's power 
Seem'd the fair boyhood of the ripen'd flower. 
And when each simple sport could please could charm 
The mind where Care awaken'd no alarm. 

Say 1 would you feel the sweet and soft control 
Of Music lull the passions of the soul. 
And the fine fervour of the fancy rise, 
With Night's serenest scene to harmonize ? 
Then view the beauty of Italians clime. 
Where pillar'd arch displays the touch of Time, 
And landscape lies beneath a lovelier sky 
Than e'er in realms more Northern meets the eye ; 
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There, as the moon adorns each ancient tower, 
And clothes with pensive grace the midnight hour, 
O'er the hush'd wave should reach us from a£ar 
The echoed softness of the wild guitar, 
What magic thoughts inspire the ravished mind, 
As each sweet note is wafted by the wind I 
What fairy dreams invest Heav'n's vault serene. 
Whose azure splendour decks the peaceful scene, 
And what oblivion to the things of Time 
Wafts the aspiring soul to realms sublime I 

But would you say in Woman's gentle ear. 
How charms divine as hers to Man are dear ? 
Yes I would you speak that sentiment refined. 
The tender homage of the love-taught mind ? 
Then let the power of Music's voice appeal. 
And the fond fervour of the soul reveal. 
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For, in its plaintive tone there works a cbarin, 
Which can the stonn of angry passion calm, 
Which in impassioned eloquence can speak, 
When the best accents of the tongue are weak. 
Can bid the coldness of contempt depart. 
And touch th6 secret springs of Woman's heart I 

How sweet the power of Memory's blest control, 
When scenes long past refresh the wearied soul. 
When absent forms appear to Fancy's view, 
And dreams of pleasure fled the mind renew I 
But can soft Music's voice not Mem'ry sway. 
Nor call her pensive beauty into day ? 
Yes ! let that strain beguile the raptur'd ear. 
Which oft in happier hours we lov'd to hear, 
And ah 1 what feelings rise within the breast, 
We seem to be with bye-gone pleasures blest, 
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And each sweet social scene again to view, 

That cheer'd the heart when life's best joys were new ; 

We seem to live again in long-fled hours, 

Sweet with the perfum'd breath of fairy flowers, 

And all that heart-felt happiness to share, 

That never knew the scathing hand of Care. 

But would you see how Music can impart 

Past pleasure's fond remembrance to the heart. 

And with what plaintive eloquence disclose 

The fountain whence our purest rapture flows ; 

Then view the Switzer, when from home astray 

He hears the air that cheer'd 2 his mountain way, 

And mark the tear that moistens o'er his eye. 

As Mem'ry then recounts sweet scenes gone by. 



9 The celebrated Sanz de Vaches. " Get air si chgri des Suisses qn'il 
lut defendu sous peine de mort de le jouer dans lenr troupes, parce qu'il 
faisait f ondre en Tarmes, deserter ou moiirir cei^x qui Tentendoient, tant 
il excitait en nex reyoir Tardent d6sir de leux pays."— Boussiuu. 
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See how his ardour longs once more to stand 
'Mid the lov*d wildness of Helvetia's land, 
And gaze upon each ofb-remember'd spot, 
Where humble happiness once cheer'd his lot I 
But such the thoughts the pensive Stranger ^ knew, 
When Memory brought the scenes of youth to view, 
When, through the mournful strain that met his ear. 
He saw the joys to happier moments dear, 
Joys that were his while yet the hand of Care 
The ties of kindred and of home could spare. 
While the undimmed sunshine of delight 
Knew not the cheerless gloom of Sorrow's night. 

Where is the heart whose feelings never knew 
One tender pang to pensive pity true ? 



s Allusion is here made to KoUebue's beautiful play of "The 
Stranger," Act iv, Scene 1. 



J 
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That never paid the tribute of a tear, 

When Griefs dejected accents met the ear ? 

Say, can that heart of coldness deign to tell 

Of Music's magic sway and softening spell ? 

Yes I hath it felt Expression's kindling ray 

Give to its dark retreat the light of day ? 

No I Music breathes on all her heavenly tone. 

But finds response in gen'rous hearts alone ; 

'Tis there she strikes a sympathetic chord, 

That vibrates to the tune her lips afford, 

And there she wakes the fulness of that grie^ 

That finds in sorrow's burst refin'd relief. 

Hark I through the breeze* those warbled accents swell, 

That speak the grief of Flora's last farewell. 

When that frail bark departed from her view. 

That held the form her best affections knew ; 

« The beautiful and pathetic Scottish melody, called "Flora 
M'Donald's Lament." 
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Say! is that plaintive sweetness spent for nought? 
Say I does its fervour wake no gen'rous thought ? 
Then is the glow of nobler nature fled, 
And the dull soul to sordid silence wed ! 

But, is the mind whence finer feelings flow 
Not pierced more deeply with the pangs of Woe ? 
And does each bitter ordinance of Fate 
Youth's fairy dream of pleasure not await ? 
True I but the touch of Music tends to heal 
Those keener pains that gen'rous spirits feel ; 
Her gentle presence lulls the troubled breast, 
And bids the tempest of the passions rest, 
Steeps in repose the anguish of our grief. 
And yields the care-worn spirit sweet relief, 
Bids the fond dreams of Hope again arise. 
And points to brighter scenes and purer skies. 
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But whilst her varied charms entranced we scan, 
The brightest beam of Music shines in Man, 
And through the wondrous fabric of his speech, 
Perfection's purest powers she shows to each ; 
For here the lamp of Life and Godhead glows. 
And here the mighty tide of Reason flows ; 
Here we perceive a deity divine 
In all that Thought and Feeling can combine, 
And here the fulness of Expression's grace 
Has left the lustre of its brightest trace I 
For, when in song the warbling voice is heard, 
What more than Music vibrates in each word I 
A something o'er us, life-fraught, sweet, refin'd. 
Bursts with winged swiftness of the wind ; 
We feel a god -like sympathy within, 
Touched by a magnet to itself akin, 
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And drawn from earth to purer realms serene, 
Where brighter glories gild each heav'nly sceme, 
Where ravish'd Fancy finds a fuller view 
Than e'er below her stinted vision knew, 
And where the influence of a purer clime 
Tunes Mind's immortal chord to thought sublime ! 

What potent pencil can depict the scene, 
That owned the sway of song's majestic Queen ? 
Yes I what bright fancy can those moments scan, 
When sank the setting sun of Malibran ? 
There, the surpassing sweetness of her song, 
Thrill'd with admiring awe a raptur'd throng I 
There, in the fervour of each fearful tone. 
The flash of more than inspiration shone I 
And there, with all the majesty of art, 
Her heaven-taught genius triumphed o'er the heart ! 
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But with that mighty energy's display, 
The strain'd supports of Nature yielded way I 
The powers of struggling Sense were overcome, 
And that transcendent voice in death was dumb I 
But who that marked the splendour of that scene 
Can pause unmov'd, and muse o'er what hath been ? 
Or who that heard her parting accents' tone 
Can cast her image e'er from Mem'ry's throne ? 
No I the wild fervour of that last display. 
The meteor blaze of Life's expiring ray. 
And each convulsive burst of piercing strain, 
That mark'd the dawn of Death's redoubted reign, 
These on the page that tells of nobler man 
Shall ^ the immortal name of Malibran ! 

But who is she whom glitt'ring throngs admire. 
Nor own the magic of her music tire ? 
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Lo ! Sweden's far-famed songstress meets the view, 
And kings and princes pay the tribute due ; 
Here, as she sings, her voice with wonder thrills. 
And with delight the raptured bosom fills ; 
Her gesture's grace, by inspiration taught. 
Makes song the picture of each finer thought. 
And while the past one image can supply. 
Her great and glorious name will never die ! 

Music ! the magic of thy matchless power 
Sheds its sweet halo o'er our darkest hour ; 
'Tis thine to cheer this mourning world of woe, 
'Tis thine o'er Heav'n enchantment to bestow ! 
Yes ! when the mind has cast aside its clay, 
And soars unfetter'd into endless day, 
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When bright Perfection crowns each nobler hope, 
And fairer scenes give Fancy ftdler scope, 
When with the sense's finer, sweeter flow. 
We feel the purest pleasure Thought can know. 
Then will we own the climax of thy sway, 
And to thy boundless empire tribute pay ! 
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Thy glory faded, and thy grandeur fled, 
Sannatia, crushed beneath the tyrant's tread, 
Weep o'er the wreck of thy departed fame, 
And mourn the vanished vision of thy name, 
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For, 'mid thy cities, once their country's pride, 
Enriched with spoil the warrior foe reside, 
Tread to the dust thy treasur'd works of art, 
And crush each household temple of the heart ; 
Their rampant~Murder mars each peaceful spot, 
Where calm Contentment cheer'd the rustic's lot, 
Steals the fsXr produce of thy fertile farm. 
And robs e'en graceful Nature of her charm ; 
Yes ! there thy manly sons stern Russia chains. 
Or drives in exile from thy peaceful plains. 
Bids thy fair daughter's bloom in sorrow fade, 
And swells thy orphan numbers with the blade. 

But not unbought thy warrior sons resign'd 
The cherish'd birthright of each Polish mind I 
Ah no ! they prov'd that man's majestic name 
To them in truth no empty title came ! 
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Hark ! the shrill trumpet sounds, and ruffian War 
Bids Kussia pour her millions from afar, 
And now the Austrian swells the giant throng, 
While Prussia in her numbers moves along ; 
Now with the din of arms, and sound of drum, 
To Poland's plain their glittering armies come. 
And spread before the front of Praga's tower 
The countless thousands of their tyrant power ; 
The conflict roars, and withered by the storm. 
Destruction lays in death each manly form, 
And with terrific crash each turret tall 
Strikes hostile Russia in its fearful fall, 
And where the wide-spread arch overspreads the stream, 
The frightful fires of devastation gleam. 
But all in vain the patriotic might 
Sarmatia wielded in that fearful fight. 
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In vain ye children of exalted soul, 
Ye bade the tide of wrath on Russia roll, 
For, 'mid the tempest terrors of that night, 
The star of Freedom sunk o'er Poland's right, 
And Hope retreating sheath'd her blade to rust, 
As Fate then hurl'd her hero to the dust I 

Poor land I amid thy fertile, peaceful plain. 
Thy manly sons then felt the despot's chain. 
And thy fair cities clad in splendour bright, 
Were doom'd to bear the spoiler's ruthless might. 
Ah I cruel foe I was thy relentless breast 
With pity for thy fallen foe unblest ? 
Ah I Russia, yes I thy fierce and ruffian hand 
Seiz'd the last remnant of Sarmatia's land. 
And scrupling not oppression to repeat, 
Defil'd with murder Nature's fragrant seat. 
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Hark ! Warsaw's walls with warrior shouts resound, 
And Death's dread thunder sheds destruction round, 
Yes I cloth'd with terror o'er the troubled sky, 
The gun-lit lightning's meteor flashes fly I 
And with the glare of conflict's awful storm. 
Is hid the fairy face of Nature's form ; 
But, ah I ye children of heroic mind, 
Ye dealt your dreadfiil valour to the wind ! 
In vain, ye gen'rous, patriotic few, 
Ye fought the fight to nobler nature true I 
For Warsaw's walls were captured by the foe. 
And her dread standard laid in ruin low. 
While then the fitful beam of Freedom's ray, 
'Mid Night's appalling darkness, pass'd away 1 1 



1 The first partition and last annexation of Poland are alluded to 
in this and the former paragraph. The first was made in the year 
1795, by Catharine the 2nd of Kussia, Maria Theresa of Austria, and 
Frederic William the 3rd of Prussia. The Litter was made by the 
Bussian Emperor Nicholas, in the year 1832. 
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Yes I once where Art and splendour did reside, 
Sarmatia I deluged by destruction's tide, 
With unrelenting force the tyrant foe 
Bids the sad stream of guilty slaughter flow, 
Ah ! where is now that^ stern and proud control 
That bade the storm of woe on Turkey roll, 
That pour'd on Europe's foe Destruction's shower, 
And crush'd a trembling tyrant with thy power? 
Yes ! thy fair face adom'd with Nature's art 
Owns not the spell that once enslav'd the heart, 
And each gay garden, field, and fertile fisirm. 
Where Summer shed her fascinating charm. 
Blighted and blasted by Destruction's shower. 
Claims not the bloom that beautified the bower. 
But a disastrous wreck now meets the view, 
That once the fairy form of Nature knew, 

3 The Poles, under John Sobieski, were the means of saving Europe 
from the Turks in the seventeenth century. 
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And now thy sons, sad exiles far from thee, 
Moum the fulfilment of Fate's stern decree, 
While each dear pleasing prospect left behind 
Wakes Memory's sigh within the musing mind, 
Yes I oft methinks I view thy wandering child 
. Think of each spot his boyhood that beguilM, 
And led by Fancy view that happy home. 
That taught his infant footsteps not to roam, 
And then survey the social circle's scene. 
Where sportive wit and kindness played between, 
That scene where all the purer feelings met, 
And woke a rapture Thought could not forget. 
Or he in mem'ry views some calm retreat. 
To all his youthful recollections sweet, 
Where tangled walks once claimed a buoyant joy, 
Aifording sports that lent him no alloy. 
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Then he awakes from his Elysian trance, 
Like some fond dreamer musing o'er romance, 
To find how stern each ordinance of fate, 
And how enslav'd a land once nobly great ! 

Where now that aged pair that used to dwell 
Within that humble home in yonder dell ? 
Whose well-spent lives then drawing near their close 
Were sinking slow in calm and kind repose, 
Whom humble comfort and affection gave 
The joys that soothed them tott'ring to the grave. 
Who saw their children's children round the hearth 
Charm their old age with bursts of artless mirth. 
And, like the pair of Scotia's deathless bard, 
Hop'd side by side to sleep in yon churchyard ! ^ 

8 " Now we maun totter down, John, but hand in band well go, 
And sleep thegitber at the foot, John Anderson my joe." 

—Burns. 
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Ah I where are now that constant couple fled ? 
Alas I stem Exile points towards the dead, 
And that sweet home the harbinger of rest, 
Polluted by the foe is now possessed I 

And mark yon maiden, once the village pride, 
While there the gifts of Fortune did abide, 
Lit with the light of love, the gleam of grace. 
And modest beauty beaming in her face. 
Alone unconscious of each virgin charm, 
And Pity's fervour in her bosom warm ; 
She, injured virgin, doomed from home to spend 
The few short years that hasten life's sad end. 
To bid her beauty in retirement fade, 
And sigh her sorrows to the silent glade ; 
She, when at pensive eve she walks alone. 
Hears in the blast her country's genius moan, 
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And feels November's dreary day impart 

A tone congenial to her mournful heart, 

While oft with Fancy's ken she loves to view 

Each scene of joy to social rapture true, 

Where home and charms of kindred there confessed 

Woke hope's delightful dream within the breast 

Behold in verdant garb yon village green, 
Of rustic pomp and rural pride the scene ; 
Where games and gambols charm'd the ear of Eve, 
And sports the breast of labour could relieve ; 
There artless innocence and mirth combined 
Touch'd springs of gentle joy within the mind ; 
There rang'd beneath the elm's delightful shade, 
The buoyant breast with harmless pleasure play'd, 
While there romantic tales and jokes could cheer. 
And strike with joyful awe the rustic ear ! 
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Ah I peaceful sports, to pure enjoyment true, 
How Memory musing leads the mind to you I 
But soon the foe possessed that scene of peace. 
And bid each sportive burst of nature cease, 
Where the calm enjoyment once endeared the plain. 
The villain sons of theft and plunder reign. 
And where the smile of plenty cheer'd the field, 
The sons of Murdel* blood-stain'd weapons wield. 

Behold yon youthful pair we used to view, 
Ere graceful Evening gently shed her dew, 
Who to yon seat would wander arm in arm, 
And there beneath the shade enjoy Love's charm, 
Yes I there untroubled breathe the tender speech, 
And feel a joy that rapture could not reach ! 
Ah I say, did Fate afford the whispered boon. 
And render Love her peaceful honeymoon ? 
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Alas ! that once glad pair, now wide apart, 
Know no uniting tie except the heart I 
And o'er that cottage meant their loves to hold 
The ruthless storm of wrath has Ruin roird. 

Behold yon hamlet home that decks the way, 
Where woodbine's beauty smiles in sweet array, 
There oft beneath the shade, his labour spent, 
At eve the swain reclin'd in calm content ; 
In harmless mirth his children play around 
With all that buoyant glee that baflSes bound. 
While gentle jokes and conversation cheer. 
And playful fondness warms his partner dear. 
Here, as amid the needle's quiet art 
She feels the honest pulse of pleasure start, 
And as her fever'd face the zephyr fans. 
Each humble scheme of homely pleasure plans. 
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But now that home where once each harmless jest 
Woke calm delight within the raptured breast, 
And that sweet garden, once the graceful scene 
Of sweet Contentment's cottage joys serene, 
Owns the invader's stem and ruthless might, 
For ever fled the spirit of delight, 
And by the spoiler marr'd forgets the charm. 
Bent with the cries of rapine and alarm. 

Sad country I when thy poor unhappy child. 
Musing o'er joys that once o'er boyhood smil'd. 
And wishing once again that home to scan 
That train'd his artless childhood up to man, 
Beturns once more to thy beloved domain — 
Alas ! his footsteps never home regain I 
But seiz'd and tortur'd by a tyrant foe. 
Tastes the sad horrors of Siberia's snow, 
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And 'mid etenial winter's empire dread, 
Unwept and friendless, sinks among the dead ! 

Ah I Europe's conq'ror, poor unhappy land, 
Plac'd thee the foremost 'mid his martial band, 
Bid thee pursue his fortune's fickle lot 
Amid the wildness of each wintry spot. 
And waving high on Borrodino's field 
That once proud flag in Freedoni's right reveal'd I 
Taste cold and hunger's most terrific form, 
And sink unshielded 'mid the wintry storm ; 
Nor did the tyrant to thy name fulfil 
His empty promise to befriend thee still, 
But left thee sad, forsaken and forlorn, 
And each bright gift of glory firom thee torn. 

Britannia ! refuge of the poor oppress'd, 
The sons of Poland find in thee a rest. 
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Yes I there that clemency of mind they meet, 
Which makes e'en Exile's sternest troubles sweet, 
That kind reception whose embraces prove, 
That all the gentler virtues thee still move. 
And though thy giant strength be rous'd in war, 
Still Mercy shines thy never-setting star I 

Hail I Stuart I scion of a noble race. 
In thee a true nobility we trace ; 
Thine is that sterling dignity of soul 
More great, more pure than Heraldry's control I 
Majestic more than all the pomp of pride, 
Within the heart thy splendours there abide ! 
And when the name of Poland's wrong is heard. 
How thy fond mem'ry shall inspire each word ; 
Yes 1 thy kind image, friend of the oppress'd, 
While beats each British bosom shall be blest I 
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Hark 1 a soft munnur steals across the breeze, 
Lo I Music lends her purest power to please, 
And 'mid the pomp of Fashion's proud array. 
The lamp-lit ball-room glows with mimic day ; 
Yes I London's daughters deck'd in beauty's smile, 
With the glad dance the midnight hour beg^ile, 
There does the pulse of youth with rapture beat, 
As Beauty, Pleasure, Love together meet. 
And there Creation's mistress sheds a grace. 
The smile of gentle Godhead in her fece. 
But Poland's sorrows woke this £air display, < 
Eich with the brightest beam of Beauty's ray, 
And by the care of England's gen'rous aid 
This gay and grand assemblage was array'd ; 
And still whene'er this great and glorious land 
Bids the bright ball enliven Fashion's band. 
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The proud display shall to the world proclaim 
That dear to- Hope is still Sarmatia's name. 

But who is he that from a foreign shore 
Treads the bright land where Bondage reigns no more ? 
'Tis Eusfiia's tyrant, laden with the spoil, 
His blood-stained fingers wrung from Polish toil. 
And cursed by orphans whom his cruel might 
Eobb'd of each tender tie and social right ; 
In Poland's cause he dares his gold to pay,^ 
But Britain's honour wipes the stain away I 
She bade the haughty tyrant take his gold, 
Nor think to purchase worth by wealth untold, 



4 It is a weU-known fact, that during the visit of the Emperor 
Nicholas to London, he actually subscribed to the funds of the 
Polish Association ! But what had England's honour to say to the 
business? 
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No I when it lacks the freedom of the heart, 
Wealth's richest gift not glory can impart I 

Hail I Alexander, Russia's noblest son, 
Among the many false the futhful one, 
Though dark and dull thy country's night of crime. 
Still thy transcendent star there rides sublime I 
And though her blackest deeds our scorn engage, 
Thine image shines on grateful memory's page. 

Sarmatia I laden with the tyrant's chain, 
The foe inhabits thy once-smiling plain, 
And groaning underneath the tyrant's tread, 
Lo I Freedom's smiling form from thee is fled ; 
But weep no more, deserted land, be glad ! 
For Fate now bids thee be no longer sad, 
And tremble Bussia I for thine empire wide 
Shook to its centre shall no more abide, 
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Yes ! tremble, tyrant ! for the fatal hour 
Will soon arrive that bursts thy brutal power, 
Yes 1 Freedom's tempest tide begins to flow,^ 
And soon her waves' advance will lay thee low ! 
True 1 the stem bulwark of tyrannic boast 
A little while may brave her billows' host, 
But Mind's majestic storm will drive them on, 
Till e'en the shadowy trace of thee is gone I 
Till the vain greatness of thy name decay, 
And thee her tribute Earth forgets to pay. 

But say, ye powers in hidden lore, who scan 
Each mazy depth of Fate's mysterious plan. 
When shall arise that master spirit's might, 
Whose strength shall burst the prison-house of night ? 
That second Bruce whose iron arm shall wake 
A slumb'ring Bannockburn for Poland's sake ? 

s The revolutioiui throughout Europe in the year 1848. 
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And whose majestic sway in peace shall claim 
The glory lavished on Eienzi's name ? 

Hail I shade of Campbell, numbered with the dead, 
Though thy sweet song to deathless fame is wed, 
Long as in British bosoms Freedom reigns. 
Heroic bard ! thine image still Iremains I 
And when majestic Poland shall arise^ 
Her strength shall bear thy glory to the skies. 
And as the tyrant totters to his fall. 
Each burst of thunder shall thy name recall I 

Sarmatia I soon again thy fields shall smile. 
And Murder shall no more their grace defile. 
Yes ! soon again the barren waste shall bloom, 
And the dark desert give a pure perfume, 
Throughout thy land shall fertile plenty reign. 
And Peace shall consecrate anew thy plain ; 
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Again thy sods shall gather near their sire, 
In social concourse round the evening fire, 
And once again sweet Woman shall beguile 
The weary pilgrim with her wonted smile. 

A far-famed empire shall thy kingdom be, 
As glorious, grand as Greece, the fair, the free, 
A second Pericles shall rule thy realm. 
And guide thy battered bark's then yielding helm, 
While like fair Athens after Marathon, 
The garb of glory Warsaw shall put on 1 
And round thy brow a wreath shall Freedom twine, 
Bright from the beauteous temple of the Nine. 

See o'er thy land those institutions spread 
Wide o'er the world to Alfred's glory wed, 
And o'er thine empire's length those laws have sway, 
Which wise and noble Britain's sons obey. 
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Amid thy cities Learning shall reside, 
And Art shall deck them with theatric pride, 
While Pamting's fingers each feir image trace, 
And Sculpture sheds her own majestic grace — 
Each glorious fane shall Architecture raise, 
And Poetry shall sing thy heroes' praise, 
Lo I Shakspeare's grandeur on the stage is thine. 
While Music the sublimest of the Nine, 
Bids the bright choir its lofty cadence roll. 
And lifts the mind above the world*s controL 

Hark I through the vastness of the gothic aisle. 
Where Warsaw rears her grand cathedral pile. 
Peals the proud anthem's full triumphant strain, 
And loud hosannas rend its roof again I 
There where each banner'd niche adorned with art 
Bids forms of deathless glory warm the heart, 



POLAND. 63 

While Kosciusko's ever-hallowed Dame 
CaD still the trembling tear of homage claim, 
Yes I there where splendid hosts of nobles wait, 
Proud Poland's monarch sits enthroned in state, 
And 'mid the hush of solemn silence now, 
Behold the glitt'ring crown adorns his brow I 
Again the organ's loud, harmonious sound 
Pours the proud peal of triumph's fulness round, 
While as sweet voices join in joyful song, 
And bursts of thunder rend the raptur'd throng I 
This is the burden of that buoyant strain, 
" Long may the second Sobieski reign 1" 

Then smile, Sarmatia I dry thy trembling tear. 
Thy night is o'er, thy bright'ning mom is near, 
Soon shall the foe desert thy peaceful shrine, 
And Glory's grandeur make thy walls divine ! 
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HYMN TO THE CREATOR. 

This is thy glorious frame, Almighty One ! 

And thou the soul pervading every part, 

That moves with others in that unison, 

Which makes a matchless whole, instinct with life ; 

Yes I here, though dimly seen through nature's charm. 

Thy beauty and thy grandeur are revealed ; 

Through it we see thee smile, when loveliness 

Of landscape verdure wakes the heart to mirth, 

And sheds the tranquill charm of rural peace 

O'er the glad earth. Fraught with thy gentleness, 

The balmy breeze gives life to all around, 

And bids us move in sympathetic joy 

With nature and the cheerfulness of day. 

While in the peaceful murmur of the deep. 
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Whose moonlight music charms the midnight ear, 

We feel the whispered kindness of thy love. 

But if in softer scenes we see thee smile, 

'Tis in the storm thy grandeur is revealed, 

That burst of wrathful majesty and might, 

Which humbles in the dust man's puny pride ! 

'Tis then the ocean wafted by thy power, 

Is raised in tempest dignity sublime, 

And then when lightning flash proclaims thee near. 

And strikes throughout each heart a silent awe. 

Thy dreadful voice to us in thunder speaks. 

And says in mighty accents, " I am God !" 

Yes ! thou divine Creator ! art the spring 

Of all the grand and beautiful below. 

And these thy works so buoyant all with thee, 

To us are life, and cheerfulness, and joy ; 

For that best emblem of thy purity, 
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The breeze, whose vital freshness o'er them breathes, 

Gives health in all its soul-felt plenitude. 

And poetry of being, with the boast 

That we can move 'mid nature, and can claim 

As kings her varied empire, while thy sun. 

Best emblem here of thy magnificence. 

Sheds warmth throughout creation, and imparts 

To all its wintry deadness vernal joy. 

To him we owe that smiling garb of green, 

Which clothes the meadows with its loveliness, 

And is the chosen type of rural peace, 

Yesl that transcendent robe, whose richness blends 

With all earth else affords of beautiful, 

Whether the bright expanse of firmament 

Varied with sunset's summer gorgeousness. 

Or ocean's deeper azure, when the tide 

With fresh'ning silver tips its crystal calm. 
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Tis to his beam, Almighty One I we owe 
The keystone of existence, glorious sight I 
Without whose presence, binding all in one, 
Life's fabric, health-sustained, but falls to wreck. 
While nature is a dark and dreary void. 
For sight is being's consciousness supreme, 
God's perfect pledge within us that we live I 
Lord of all worlds I we live and breathe in thee. 
Through the pure medium of thy glorious works. 
Thy freshness moving 'mid the life-fraught breeze. 
Whose quick'ning essence is the soul of health, 
While in the vivid cheerfulness of day. 
We feel the plenitude of being's joy ; 
Yes I life and health and beauty from thee spring, 
While action is their glorious harmony. 
For sisters are they of thy fatherhood, 
Who live in intercourse inseparate. 
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And cherish each the other, pouring forth 
Their parent's choicest earthly gifts on man. 
Eternal God I in this thy lower world, 
Thy beanty and thy grandeur are disclosed. 
Though in diminished radiance ; here, thy works 
Though wrapt in loveliness are faint in type 
Of thine own glorious self, the fount of life I 
The spring of joy and every perfect gift. 
With all that health and cheerfulness delight. 
But nobler, brighter scenes inspire our hopes, 
A purer sphere of beauty is our goal. 
And sweeter far than ought that earth can show. 
There streams more crystal, more melodious far. 
Make music more attun'd to nature's tone. 
That key-note ever sounded by thyself 
To raise the concert of eternal love ; 
There the pervading robe, the living green, 
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Speaks a more rural, purer peace than here, 
And there the breeze, more soul-reviving far, 
Sheds a diviner health, and more replete 
With consciousness of beauty and of love, 
Than ought with which we here below are blest, 
While a more marked affinity exists 
Between the healthful breeze and crystal stream 
Than the most perfect frames e'er feel on earth ; 
And there man's nature, sinless and improved. 
Restored to greatly more than Adam's boast, 
Blends in the most transcendent harmony 
With the pure beauty amid which it moves, 
Reflecting all that love, that peace divine. 
And cheerfulness that stir in nature's tide, 
Bestow'd by thee, the fountain of all love. 
There reigns no midnight gloom, but in its place 
(As all created things partake of rest. 
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And angels in their sleep still praise the Lord,) 
A twilight beauty, more delicious far. 
And lovelier in its calm than aught earth knows, 
That beauty chasten'd by a purer moon 
Than e'er our softest midnight scenes display. 
There morning dawns, (for each successive phase 
That nature shows is everywhere the same, 
And all are types of one eternal truth,) 
In purer virgin loveliness than here, 
And sheds o'er all a freshness more divine. 
Than on this gladdened earth can summer show. 
Thus as we reach to being's higher sphere. 
We come the nearer to thy glorious self. 
While but the nearw, for thy matchless throne 
Is veil'd in life and loveliness supreme. 
Nor can created things approach its light. ' 
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ALLONBY REVISITED. 

Sweet spot I where childhood's happiest hours were 

- spent, 
And where by ocean's sight the youthful heart 
Was gladdened into feelings of delight, 
Thine oft-accustomed haunts again I view, 
Those scenes whose image still is eloquent 
With mem'iy of life's morning long since fled* 

Where Hope was wont to gamble with the wave 
Again to my fond sight unfolds itself, 
And as I wander by the rising tide. 
Its oft-remembered murmur bids me feel 
As one who finds the gieeting of a friend, 
A friend of by-gone days to boyhood dear. 
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While in the saline freshness of thy breeze, 
I feel a second youth inspire my frame, 
Which plays in concert with the cherished scene. 
And with the haunts of youth its glow returns. 

L How dear the memory of this rustic spot, 
The home of boyhood^s pleasures, when the heart 
Dreamed its fond visions of delight to come, 
And spent itself in artless merriment ! 
Fere we were wont to frolic with the tide. 
When strolling o'er the smooth expanse of sand. 
While with the spade we rear'd the futile mound, 
To stem the progress of its conquering wave ! 
And here how oft good humouredly we laugh'd, 
When some unconscious muser lost in thought 
Was fast surrounded by the water's flow. 
While here how oft we sought amid the strand 
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For weed and shell afforded by the wave, 
Or saird in little lakes the tiny ship I 

There, full of all the buoyancy of youth, 
We wander'd o'er those downs of fragrant moss, 
Towards that rastic mill that meets the view, 
And breath'd the thyme's sweet odour, while the breeze 
Fresh from its ocean parent braced the frame f 
'Twas then we listened to each legend wild 
In fancy's fondest mood, and there at eve 
As ghost or robber stories charmed the ear, 
We paused in wonder mixed with pleasing awe. 

But how of hope and expectation Ml, 
And proud of all the greatness of the feat, 
We bent our steps along the tide's expanse 
To Maryport, and whil'd the time along 
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In talking of the wonders there in store : 

A pier extending far into the sea, 

A quay and harbour to our minds immense, 

With ships whose masts seem'd wonderfully tall I 

And how we paus'd at Swartha to admire 

What seem'd to us a mountain in its height. 

While when just first unfolded to the sight 

The masts of Maryport regal'd our gaze, 

How the heart leapt with expectation's joy I ^ -^ 

But how within the lodgings where we dwelt, 
A certain charming neatness met the view, 
That air of homely comfort that imparts 
A heartfelt satisfaction to the mind, 
While in the sounds that daily met the ea^ 
The clock's accustomed tick and bell's sweet chime, 
The voice of honest welcome met the soul, 
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And 'mid the room the freshness of the breeze 
Buoyant with saline liveliness was breath'd, 
And made our converse cheerful in its tone ! 

r 

i- Dear Allonby ! my steps to thee I turn, 
A pilgrim who has wander'd far from home, 
And seen the wondrous sights of foreign lands, 
To thee again my weary steps I turn. 
Once more to tread thine oft-accustom'd shore, 
Once more to breathe the freedom of thine air, 
And feel in it the atmosphere of home, 
Home in the fulness of its artless joys, 
Home in its cheerful neatness of abode. 
With all its sounds of soul-felt sympathy, 
And home in all the unrestrain'd control 
Of kind and playful nature, where the heart 
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Lives in the deeds, unlike the empty form, 
And stiff precision of those gay retreats, 
Where Fashion stalks in ceremony and state ; 
While as I gaze on sunset's gorgeousness, 
Which tints the western sky with crimsoned gold. 
Behind old Criffers form, I fain would say, 
That ne'er in foreign countries have I seen 
A landscape richer or more beautiful. ^ "^ "^ 

Sweet village ! how in memory of old times 
I love to walk along thy flowing tide, 
And view its waves advancing as of yore ; 
But oh I since then what changes have been wrought 
By Death's the stem and dread destroyer's hand ! 
Yes ! what a void among my dearest friends 
His fatal shaft has made, while in mj self 
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What works of profit has Experience wrought ! 
How she has made me wiser, while the links 
That bind this heart to thee are still the same ! 

But when on Sabbath-day I wenft my steps 
To where thy humble church still meets the view, 
I hear no more that rustic psalmody, 
Whose homely style so charmed the heart of yore ; 
And the old clerk whose quaintness woke a smile^ 
(A good and honest man in truth he was,) 
Has long been numbered with the silent dead, 
Together with the parson of his day ; 
While the old church itself is greatly chang'd, 
And pulpit, desk, and pews are so transformed. 
That few remains are left of what once was ; 
But still one sculptured tablet meets the view. 
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And brings to mind the memory of old times, 
As also does the belVs accustomed sound. 

Sweet village I though thy face is somewhat changed, 
Yet much is left of what T saw in youth, 
And still I love to watch thy rising tide. 
And hope to do so more as time rolls on : 
Yes ! to the last I shall return to thee, 
E'en when amid the tranquil vale of years ; 
Then when the worn-out frame begins to sink. 
And the step falters through the touch of Time, 
I then shall totter to thy rising tide. 
In front of Criflfers old familiar face. 
And watch its waves advancing as of old, 
While, as the expiring taper ere it die. 
Bursts forth in pristine splendour once again. 
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And soon is quenched in night for evermore, 
So I shall there in boyhood's second prime 
Burst forth, ere long to fade away in death. 
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VALEDICTORY STANZAS TO 
W. A. MACREADY 

ON HIS LAST APPEARANCE ON THE BRITISH 
STAGE. 

Sun of the drama I ere thy partmg ray 
Shed its last smile of intellectaal day, 
Ere from the raptured sight thy presence fade, 
By me shall be thy warmest tribute paid. 

Mirror of Shakspeare ! where the gazer views 
The master-mind whose spell each thought subdues. 
And whose bright splendour lights the hidden maze. 
Where work& the spring that mental life conveys, 
Thee would I view again, once more to see 
His wisdom and his genius shine in thee. 
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Who that has heard in thee a Hamlet speiak, 
When he with vengeance would a murd'rer seek, 
And through the cunning scheming of a play, 
He marked the villain safely dragged to day, 
Who that has seen thy bitter hatred there, 
Hid from his sight its vengeance doomed to bear, 
Who that has seen the spirit-stirring sight, 
But feels the spell of intellectual might ? 

Who that has heard in thee Othello mourn. 
With grief unnerved, and jealous anguish torn, 
And seen those tender bursts to nature true, 
Which e'en his bosom harb'ring vengeance knew. 
When o'er the sleeping Desdemona's form. 
He felt it still with pure affection warm ; 
Who that has seen but feels how tragic art 
Unbinds the finer feelings of the heart ? 
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But most as Richelieu I thy form admire, 
Still the proud statesman, though the faded sire ! 
Then do we view the struggling might of mind 
Triumphant spurn the bonds that strive to bind ; 
The pure, eternal spirit's deathless flame, 
Light the decay of this exhausted frame I 
And 'mid that tott'ring wreck, we witness still 
The proud, commanding majesty of will I 

In thee we view the well-adapted mien 
Bend to the purpose of each changing scene. 
And every art that language can display 
'Mid the mute graces of thy gesture stay. 
Forth with the tones of thy harmonious speech 
The tide of Music gently flows to each. 
And these combined in one majestic whole 
Show the bright fervour of a Kemble's soul ! 
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Macready I when tby tragic reign is past, 
Shall Shakspeare's grandeur fade away at last ? 
Say, will no master-mind like thine delay 
The drama hastening to a dull decay ? 
And wake within the mem'ry of the breast 
Each glorious day with Kean and Kemble blest ? 
Then will each thought that admiration lends 
More brightly tinge thy memory 'mid thy friends, 
And oft'ner shall the musing fancy dwell 
On all the wonders of thy tragic spell. 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO 
SIR EDWARD BULWER LYTTON. 

BuLWER I the magic of thy matchless page 
Can chain the mem'ry and the thoughts engage ; 
Yes I o'er it all the beams of Genius play, 
And there has Language shed her purest ray ; 
For ! by Apostrophe's electric blaze 
Thou canst to life the frozen fancy raise, 
And there the vivid grandeur of thy power 
Can change the charm thou castest o'er the hour. 
Hail I magic master ! to thine aid we owe 
A soothing slumber shed o'er wearied woe, 
That rapture rising from Narration's art, 
Whose potent magic wins the wond'ring heart. 
For sketch'd by thee far fairer Woman seems, 
More graceful far than Fancy's fondest dreams, 
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And Man appears when summoned by thy rod 
A more majestic image of his God I 

How pleasing is thy page which brings to view 
lone fresh with Beauty's brightest hue, 
And how with grandeur is that volume fraught, 
That speaks Rienzi's majesty of thought. 
How linked with Wonder's most mysterious spell, 
The fiincy strives on Aram's lot to dwell. 
And how Excitement strains her longing ear. 
At each event in Clifford's wild career ! 

. We rank thee, Bulwer, side by side with Scott, 
Yes I his transcendent honours be thy lot. 
And when thy frame to ashes shall return. 
Still shall thy deathless memory brightly burn ! 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 89 



A DREAM. 

Last night, when all things silent as the grave 

Were wrapt in sleep, and Nature's pulse stood still, 

A dream of things to come came o'er my mind, 

A grand prophetic vision of the day. 

The last that e'er shall dawn upon the world. 

All human forms save one had perished, he 

In solitude and silence wandered forth 

Amid the wreck and ruin of the earth. 

The only thing that owned that impulse vast, 

Which is the life and spirit of the Universe. 

Hush'd as the grave were all things I e'en the winds 

Had sunk to rest, and breath'd not on the world. 

And through the twilight sky the " King of Day " 

As in eclipse a deadly lustre shed. 
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(The Warner of his fast expiring reign,) 
But like a monarch of his crown deprived, 
Majestic in decay, his right maintained I 
Still was the hum of life, and Nature's voice 
Once eloquent with cheerfulness was mute ; 
The blooming beauty of the field, that bright 
And vernal robe, that all things deck'd 
Was from its owner stripped, and in its place 
A deadly sallow hue o'er Nature spread. 
In London's mighty streets the lone one stood, 
And wander'd o'er their solitary length. 
Musing o'er what the wonder of the world 
Was once, but now a ruin vast 
No sound was heard around, where'er he trod, 
Save his own footsteps which resounded deep, 
And eloquent of that last mute repose. 
The solitude and stillness of the grave I 
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He in commanding dignity now sUxSdj 

And with resounding accents thus began-^ 

" Sun, that still rulest in thy subject sky, 

Long have we known the i^lendour of thy beam, 

(To us the emblem of the smile of God,) 

Shed o'er our hearts its brightness, kindling forth 

In all the lucid majesty of light. 

To thee we owe the beautiful and all 

Earth knew of free, or lovely, or sublime, 

Which are but varied forms of that vast soul. 

Whose essence breaths in every form that lives. 

Touch'd by thy power awakens from the dead 

Blooming in living loveliness and grace. 

And shining in her plenitude of green. 

Nature, misnomer for the beautiful. 

Whether the softness of the sylvan shore. 

Where rippling river wanders 'mid a scene 
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Of bright Arcadian beauty, and a tint 

Of darker verdure mingles with a hue 

That glows in living freshness, breathing forth 

The gentleness and smile of Deity ; 

Or the majestic mountain looking down 

From scenes of Alpine grandeur, where the reign 

Of endless Winter clothes his top with snows 

That never melt From thy power derived 

The * Queen of Night ' her gentle radiance shows, 

Casting a mellow beauty o'er the wave. 

And shedding o'er creation's midnight face, 

A faint but chasten 'd image of the day. 

ITo thee we owe the sight of ocean vast, 

Raging and roaring in his immensity, 

(An emblem of the Great and Infinite, 

Who with his endless presence fills all space,) 

Or smiling in his blue serenity, 
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Shewing the presence of the beautiful, 

In life and motion o'er his azure realms, 

O'er which the soul of Freedom's freshness breathes, 

A freshness that with saline breeze instils 

Life and inspiring rigour to the frame, 

Bidding the cheerfrQ soul with Nature join, 

And sympathize in plenitude of joy. 

Sun, that still rulest in yon vast expanse. 

Beaming o'er all things in thy majesty, 

Thou art the medium through whose potent aid 

We see, and seeing feel we are alive. 

And cull the sweetness of vitality. 

Without thy smile creation were a void, 

And being sad, and dark and desolate. 

For, as in God, so in thy presence, Sun, 

Thou his great earthly representative. 

We live and breathe and have our being too. 
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But now mighty King, the warning dread 

Declares thy reign &8t coming to a close ; 

The edict has gone forth from him whose word 

Gave being to that bright and starry host 

That move throughout infinitude ; and now 

Thy glory's grandeur soon shall fade in gloom 

And silence, subjects of primeval night, 

And twins to old Eternity, their sire. 

But this immortal spark within me still 

Shall live, (when thy bright beam no longer shines,) 

In bliss ineflfable, shall view a scene 

More grateful far than aught earth ever knew 

In e'en her palmiest hour, where the daylight shines 

In purer, mellower ray than e'er below, 

Combining in its loveliness divine 

The chasten'd beauty of the * Queen of Night,' 

And thy transcendent majesty, King. 
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There reigns a purer atmosphere which casts 

A clearer medium o'er all Nature's face, 

And bids the tranquil soul exult in health 

Diviner far than aught she here enjoyed. 

There breathes a spirit of the beautiful 

Purer, and more imbued with the Most High, 

(Whose essence breathes in all things here below,) 

Than aught we know on earth ; there streamlet flows 

Through scenes of verdure lovelier, livelier far, 

And more with vernal beauty fraught than here, 

While is the music of that streamlet's voice 

More eloquent of harmony and rest. 

Breathing a cadence o'er the raptur'd ear 

More musical of rural quietude, 

Combin'd with harmless cheerfulness and joy, 

Than aught we hear below ; there the breeze 

Sheds an inspiring freshness o'er the frame, 
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In union with the principle of life 

To climax of delightful ecstasy, 

Giving a calm, but joyous, healthful tone, 

That falters, changes not, nor knows decay. 

There lives a spirit of domestic joy, 

Which though serene, yet more imbued than here 

With every social transport of the mind, 

Gives a calm rapture to majestic thought. 

Inspiring mirth and home- wed cheerfulness 

With the intensity that spirits feel 

In states where mind its fullest vigour gains. 

There shall we find in pure perfection all 

Those nobler springs which elevate the mind 

On earth, and Music greatest of the Nine 

There yields the plenitude of rapt'rous joy, 

Or stealing o'er the sense in cadence soft. 

And wild as in a fairy, magic dream, 
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Or in her choral fulness, bursting forth 

In all the pealing majesty of sound. 

Sun, that still beamest in thy dread expanse. 

Thy beam begins to wane, and soon shall sink 

Thy glory in the darkness of decay. 

But I shall see the day when thou art nought, 

And when a million years are past, shall find 

My true life but begun, shall then enjoy 

That plenitude of pleasure Mind can feel 

In regions worthier its immortal self 

Than aught that we can witness here below." 
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ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF 

LOED DUDLEY STUAET. 

Lo ! Freedom pays the tributary tear, 

And mounis the matchless memory of her son, 

For to her nursing love his name was dear. 

And more than princely praise his deeds have won. 

The pomp of birthright claim'd him for its own. 
And o'er his form its shining mantle spread, 
While Nature's nobler heraldry was shown. 
In all his deeds to virtue^s grandeur wed. 

No sculptur'd urn need Architecture raise, 
To give to glory Stuart's deathless name ! 
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No ! let the naked greatness of his praise, 
Writ in each British breast, his tribute claim ! 

Write but the word, and let the orphan read, 
Then silent o'er his ashes drop the tear ; 
And this eternal eloquence will plead. 
While mind and being last, in memory's ear. 

Ye that have gaz'd on all his acts have wrought. 
And yielded free the homage they have won, 
Know that their memory still, enthroned with thought, 
Shall deathless reign, when time his course has run. 

But when the Fates fulfil our glorious cause. 
And Poland from the dust uplifts her head. 
Then shall each hero's spirit proudly pause. 
To greet the greatness of the mighty dead. 
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And when like Greece^ majestic, grand, and free, 
A wondering world shall Poland's power amaze, 
Each British soul shall, Stuart I turn to thee, 
And empires' eloquence shall speak thy praise. 

Farewell I and where the standard of our pride 
Shall wave triumphant o'er the subject sea, 
There shall the mem'ry of thy name abide, 
And still be lisp'd its accents by the free ! 
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LINES 

WRITTEN IN PROSPECT OP THE WAR WITH 
RUSSIA. 

Sweet land, where Freedom's fairest daughters reign, 

Art, Industry, Intelligence combined, 
Though Peace hath hallowed thy luxuriant plain, 

And all thy soul to commerce is resigned, 
Yet 'mid thy sons, there bums heroic mind — 

Mind that may kindle into martial flame. 
When love of country shall their duty bind. 

The fierce and threatening foreigner to tame, 

And own the glory due to Britain's matchless name. 

From pole to pole, thy navy decks the deep. 
Thy glorious flag still floats o'er every sea. 

And still the presence of that flag can keep — 

Though kingdoms fall, the spot it floats o'er, free ! 
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Yes ! proudly do thy sons claim birth from thee, 
As they to Nelson's tablet fondly turn, 

And cry, " Here lies, 'mid fame immortal he. 
O'er the heraldic splendour of whose urn. 
Our kindling thoughts of glory ever brightly bum." 

And now, that Russia wears a threat'ning view, 

May thy brave mariners thine honour shield I 
And if she shows the front of war^ renew 

The might, that at Trafalgar taught to yield. 
But if at length, the conqueror's sword they wield. 

And thy now threat'ning foe then prostrate lies. 
Upon thy dreadful standard still revealed, 

Before whose presence opposition dies. 

May, 'mid that conquering scene, the star of mercy rise ! 
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THE FALL OF SEBASTOPOL. 

Eejoice, BritaDnia, for the game is tliine, 
Yes! thou with France hast fought the conqueror's fight, 
Then let the glittering star of victory shine 
On each brave hero's breast in noonday light, 
And tremble Eussian tyrant at the sight. 
For Freedom stays the progress of thy pride. 
And strikes the soaring eagle in his flight ; 
She stands majestic at thy billow's side, 
And says "No further come, ye waves, be still, thou tide." 

That Goddess guardian of the rights of man, 
Britannia, chose thee for her darling child, 
And what tremendous scheme too great to plan 
For one on whom her cheering face hath smil'd ? 
Let History tell the deed of valour wild, 
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And dreadful daring that thine arm hath done, 
For now Sebastopol in ruin piVd 
Hath qnaird beneath the thunder of thy gun, 
And lo ! the frowning fort of tyranny is won ! 

When Freedom sought thee, Britain, for her own. 
Thy dreadful standard for her crest she chose, 
And still wherever thy standard's light is shown, 
In vain Oppression's midnight tempest blows I 
Then bring with France the conflict to a close. 
And bid proud Eussia bow the suppliant knee ; 
For still that flag which 4io subjection knows. 
Where'er it waves, can make the bondman free ; 
Strike, but in victory's midst, let Mercy's greatness be ! 

The spirits of thy dear departed brave. 

Thy children, Nelson, Wellington, and Moore, 
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Inspired thy other warriors from the grave, 
And put their seal to make the triumph sure. 
For led by such what could they not endure ? 
Attest Trafalgar, Nile, and Waterloo, 
Names which shall last in memory ever pure, 
To wake the thoughts " What cannot Britons do ?" 
And "guided by their flag what scheme of dread is new?" 

Advance, Britannia, in thy noble march, 
With sons to aid thee, worthy of the free. 
That on thy brows the laureFs glorious arch 
Of verdant vigour fiill, and fresh may be, 
And pure in beauty from the parent tree ; 
Yes ! march Britannia, till thy glorious light 
By Freedom kindled shall the nations see. 
And till round Poland's form the shades of night, 
Shalt melt before the dawn of Liberty and Eight 
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JUSTICE IN AMEEICA. 

Justice is blind, for, next her darkened eyes 
The well-tied bandage light of heav'n denies, 
And in her hands she holds those awful scales, 
Whose fair and honest measure never fails ; 
But brib'd by Jonathan, though next her face, 
The kerchief hides her beauty's beaming grace. 
Still from beneath she steals a cunning glance. 
In all the crooked beauty called askance I 
Nor are her measures all the proper weight. 
To meet the searching majesty of light 
I'm asham'd I hold, Justice, hold, enough. 
Such blindness will not do for blindman's-buflF! 
Why does the negro not enlist your aid ? 
You only act for him by whom you're paid, 
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And in the court that bears your Grace's name, 
White versus black does still your favour claim. 
There, on the bench, (if true the nimour goes,) 
Your Grace's weary eye-lids like a doze ! ^ 
Pardon your most obedient — I'm afraid 
Affront and insult to my charge are laid ! 
No ! 'tis to shew the wonders of that art, 
Of which clairvoyance prov'd in you's a part. 
That I unfold to European view 
Mesmeric sleep that snores and judges too ! 



1 Mrs. TroUope, in her work descriptive of An^erlca, gives a very 
ludicrous account of the manner in which justice is administered in that 
country— a prisoner frequently making his defence before a snoring 
judge. 
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ADDRESS TO THE MORMONITES. 

Hail ! noble tribe I who seek a latter d^y, 

And to the Rocky Mountains bend your way ; 

Who think yourselves the noble, chosen few, 

Whose praise shall one day make the world look blue ; 

Do you not consecrate that sacred bush, 

Whence Mormon's laws were first perceived to gush ? 

And does its berry raise your soaring pride 

To taste its juice, no higher aim beside ? 

And why so vilify your founder's name. 

With common epithet of Joe ? — ^for shame ! 

Your great religion's founder ought to be 

A prelate, or at least in dean's degree ; 

*' Archbishop Smith" would nobly meet the eai'. 

And strike the mind with reverential fear, 
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And e'en " the Eeverend Joseph Smith" would seem 
A little more respectable, I deem, 
Than the unworthy, common name of "Joe," 
The title of the "lowest of the low." 
You say yon speak in hidden tongues ; 'tis well ! 
Heav*n speed the day when knowledge vice shall quell ! 
Bijt, I forget, you coin phrase of your own, 
That nonsense may for want of words atone. 
Like that far-fem'd Hibernian Pat O'Toole, 
That linguist learned in the Jewish school, 
Who on the gaping rustics ranged around 
Pour'd such a volley of overwhelming sound, 
They would have thought, (had they e'erheard the name,) 
That Pat with Porson equal right should claim — 
skiird in hidden tongues ! I wish to know, 
If through thy brain does Lindley Murray flow, 
If thou hast learnt its use, or from thee flung. 
Too simple, unadorn'd for thee thy mother tongue ? 
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TO THE RHINE. 

NOBLEST of rivers, whom now I survey, 
Majestic, pursuing thy journey along ! 

The splendour of Nature environs thy way. 
Her sun and her breeze to thy billow belong. 

Thou joy^st to encounter the fierce torrent's force. 
And Heav'n's purest image is seen in thy glass ; 

The highway of nations is laid in thy course. 
And kings in thy steps have delighted to pass. 
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ODE TO POETRY. 

LOVELIEST from among the Nine, 
Whose features every grace combine, 
Come from thy grand Parnassian height, 
With love's own pensive beauty bright, 
Or come in grandeur, clad with state, 
Enthroned majestic 'mid the great. 
And with thy tragic charms inspire 
Some glimmering of poetic fire. 

Let thine awak'ning aid reveal 
The chords that Nature's fingers feel, 
And let thy potent power impart 
A Shakespeare's knowledge of the heart ; 
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Or let each master-passion speak, 
When words less eloquent' are weak, 
With all that vigour, where we find 
A Byron's majesty of mind. 
Within the bosom wake that pride 
Which glow'd in rustic Burns beside, 
The pride of honesty and worth, 
The dignifier of lowly birth. 
let the warblings of thy lyre 
With Nature^s love my mind inspire, 
That I with Cowper^s gaze may view 
The form whose charm is ever new, 
And in retirement's placid peace, 
From wordly care may find release. 
Let thy melodious voice rehearse 
A Rogers' sweet and polish'd verse. 
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Or let d Campbeirs livelier strain 
O'er the delighted fancy reign. 
May pictures of domestic life, 
Removed from tumult and from strife, 
Described as in his graceful song, 
To my inspired verse belong. 
May scenes of Pleasure's fairest bower 
Delight my meditation's hour, 
And love, a Moore's enraptur'd theme. 
Inspire my most poetic dream. 
Assist me, Muse, to mount the height 
Where stern Parnassus meets the sight. 
And teach my nobler pride to fly 
To Glory's temple in the sky. 
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SONNET 

TO THE LOWER LAKE OP KIIXAKNEY, WRITTEN ON 
THE SPOT. 

Yes, peace is mirror'd in thy spotless wave, 

Delightful one, enshrin'd in tranquil rest ! 
surely Nature thee thy being gave, 

That thou might'st be on earth Heav'n's image best ! 
Killamey I blooms Hibemia's purest green 

Around thee, sweetest spot of all the West, 
And thy child. Echo, tenderly is seen 

To cling with infant rapture to thy breast. 
Worn with the ceaseless tumult of this life, 

Alone with thee I solitude would find, 
That refuge from Contention's bitter strife, 

To which Philosophy invites the mind. 
here may Life's departing vigour fade, 
In this sequestered spot my bones be laid ! 
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SONNET 

WRITTEN AT ABBOTSFORD. 

Spot where the Bard of Scotia's grandeur dwelt, 

And tun'd to rapture's strain his potent lyre, 
Home where his soul that inspiration felt, 

That bid a listening world its theme admire, 
At every step what visions rise around 

Of legend's master and romance's sire ! 
Forsooth, the picture of thy classic ground 

Can ne'er the vision of the fancy tire ! 
Methinks, beneath yon sweetly-soothing shade, 

Whose verdant beauty decks the gentle stream, 
At evening's hour he felt his spirit sway'd 

By musing Sorrow's melancholy dream, 
And saw with Fancy's ken young Edgar's bride, 

Whom- and her lover death could not divide. 
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LINES 
WRITTEN ON REVISITING ALLONBY. 

SUGGESTED BY A LADY. 

Sweet spot ! whose pastimes charmed my childhood's 

hour, 
When life was new, and fresh its buoyant power. 
Dear, oft-remember'd home of early years, 
Whose lovely image Memory still endears ; 
Belov'd abode of innocence and health. 
More sweet to me than all the pride of wealth, 
With joy I tread thine oft-accustom'd shore. 
Again I view each walk oft-lov'd before. 

Blest spot ! what freshness animates thy breeze, 
As now it fans ns from thy deep blue seas ! 
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What health-inspiring freedom fills thine air ! 
What soothing dreams thy murm'ring billows bear ! 
And as we walk thy long-extended sand, 
What thoughts are rais'd by Memory's magic wand ! 
Here we were wont to gambol with the wave, 
And pluck each weed its ebbing waters gave ; 
Yes ! here its winding length could joy inspire, 
As with the spade we thought to bid the tide retire, 
Or o'er its smooth expanse were pleased to roam, 
To find each shelly child of Ocean's foam. 

As o'er Crookhurst's green path we bend our way. 
What fond illusions o'er the vision stray I 
Here we were wont, in childhood's happy hour. 
To fondly pluck the sweetly-scented flower, 
To weave the rush the neighb'ring stream could yield. 
And chase the gaudy fly from field to field. 
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Yon murm'ring mill too claimed our earliest joy — 
That pure delight that leaves the least alloy ! 
Here we were pleas'd, at Evening's peaceful hour, 
To seek the soothing charm of Legend's power. 
Here fond each fairy tale we lov'd to hear, 
And listening felt a strangely-pleasing fear. 
As ghosts or giants claim'd the awe-struck ear, 
Or robber-stories, fraught with dread romance, 
Bath'd the rapt senses in Elysian trance. 

Ah I youthful joys, ye source of fond delight, 
When Life's blest morning dawn'd in splendour bright, 
Ye peaceful sports, to artless nature true, 
How musing Mem'ry loves to picture you 1 
Would that this mmd matur'd could now return 
To that sweet age of guileless unconcern, 
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And that this peaceful spot could now restore 
Those simple pleasures felt in youth before ! 
True I Wisdom's voice has not appealed in vain, 
And Vice has left behind no dark'ning stain ; 
But now those pure delights can charm no more, 
Where manhood's grave pursuits are laid in store, 
And where each anxious wish the world awakes, 
The artless joys of boyhood soon forsakes. 
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VERSES 



MEANT TO BE INSCRIBED ON THE MONUMENT OF 
CAMPBELL, IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

Here, where the gothic aisle inspires around 
Its stem cathedral gloom, and grandeur sheds, 

Approach with awe this consecrated ground, 
For here the dust a wreck of genius weds. 

At thy blest name the grateful mem'ry bums. 
Departed Campbell ! Freedom's fondest child ! 

And the sad thought of Poland's wrong retums. 
But Hope's bright radiance cheers the darkness wild. 

Sweet Bard ! thy gentle strain our fancy charm'd 
With loveliest pictures of domestic life ; 

Thy martial strain the kindling bosom warm'd 
With rising ardour for heroic strife ! 
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Still shall the slave repeat thy deathless name, 
When he with rapture flings his chain away, 

And Liberty shall lift aloft thy fame, 
Whene'er Oppression and Misrule decay. 

But when the song of Hope the fates fulfil, 

And Freedom draws her sword, long left to rust, 

And Poland lifts, with honour glorious still, 
Her lowly head majestic from the dust ! 

Then shall thy memory's most effulgent beam 
With splendour bum in each heroic breast ! 
And then shall Glory more transcendent seem, 
, Ting'd by the lustre of thy image blest ! 

Farewell ! but whilst the heart a rapture feels, 
When Evening gives domestic pleasure scope, 

Still shall we find that that sweet hour reveals 
Some thought of thee, immortal Bard of Hope I 
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TO THE OCEAN. 

SUGGESTED BY A LADY. 

Majestic Ocean ! how I greet thy view, 
As one who finds a dear and long-lost friend ! 

Thy glorious vision now I feel renew 
The thoughts that on immensity attend, 
And this frail being with the endless blend ! 

Thou shadow of the Everlasting's frame, 

What feelings of the Godhead thou dost lend I 

Through countless ages the majestic same, 

The puny pride of man thou lovest still to tame ! 

The wreath of Freedom compasses thy brow, 
Her spirit stirs in thy enlivening breeze. 

Whose health-restoring freshness breathing now. 
Gives life to languor, and to labour ease : 
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Dull were the heart that owns no power to please, 
Nor rapture finds in thy enlivening charm ; 

But I, a cherished nursling of thy seas, 
Cling to thy breast, nor feel a vain alarm, . 
From mischief shielded by a mother's tender arm. 

Majestic deep 1 still shall thy surges roll 
When this poor frame is mouldering in the grave ! 

Still kingdoms' pomp shall feel the proud control, 
And realms the changeless empire of thy wave, 
Earth's mightiest potentate thy crouching slave ! 

Still shalt thou flow till Time shall be no more, 
Unchang'd as he who thee existence gave, 

Shalt flow the greatness of his name to teach. 

And o'er the wreck of realms his majesty to preach. 
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LINES 

WEITTEN ON A THUNDEK-STORM. 

Would you know Nature in her awful form, 
Go, mark the grandeui* of the thunder-storm ! 
Mark the dread silence all around that reigns. 
And mark the gloom that stretches o^er the plains I 
Here do we feel, as vivid lightnings fly, 
The dread, majestic hand of Deity, 
And, as the thunder rolls, that voice we hear, 
Whose awful music fills the soul with fear I 
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WRITTEN ON A CHESS-TABLE, 

MADE PROM A PIECE OP OAK TAKEN OUT OP QUEEN 
MAEY^S TOWER, IN CARLISLE CASTLE. 

Remembrancer of Mary's injur'd name, 

That saw'st her form immured in Carlisle's tower, 
Remaining pledge of their eternal shame. 

Who marr'd the virgin beauty of the flower ! 

Companion of her solitary hour, 
Say ! did no friend the bitter anguish cheer 

Of her enslav'd by dire Oppression's power, 
Dry the sad fount of her lamenting tear, 
And breathe each welcome note of comfort in her ear ? 

Yes ! thou didst hear each sorrow-breathing sigh, 
That rent the breast of that much-injur'd Queen, 
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When Memory did in bright array supply 

The thought of joy that in her youth had been ; 
But when the moonbeam beautified the scene, 

And Gnffel show'd in all his mountain height. 
Did she in fisincy stem the wave between, 

Till Hope's bright vision vanished from her sight, 

And then return to grie^ and thraldom's cruel might ? 

Pledge of the past ! thy form has now become 

A mimic field, on which may waiTiors meet. 
And, in abstraction intellectual, some 

Forget thy strange biography to greet ; 

But when the flight of Time shall years repeat. 
And Earth has claimed again her long-lost child, 

Say ! shall again some antiquarian treat 
Of thy then curious form, and legend wild, 
Of stately halls o'er thee in massive grandeur piVd ? 
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VERSES. 

Tir'd of the clamour of the worldling's strife, 

Worn with the labour of a public life, 

Within the town's oppressive vapours pent, 

for a purer, calmer element ! 

for that spot where Labour may repose, 

'Mid scenes where Spring's reviving brightness glows ; 

Yes ! where the pure and health-restoring breeze 

Gives life and freedom to the pulse of ease, 

Where crystal streams diversify the scene, 

And tinge with silver hue the forest green, 

Where fragrant freshness scents the cooling shade. 

And Friendship's frankness animates the glade. 
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SONNET 

TO THE FIRESIDE. 

There is a spot I love to linger near, 

When in their gloom the storms of Winter rise, 
When the chill blast proclaims the falling year, 

And o'er the midnight heath the tempest sighs ; 
Yes ! I do love thy glow, domestic hearth, 

Which can each sweet and social scene endear, 
Can give fresh vigour to the tone of mirth, 

And lend Affection's voice the power to cheer. 
For, still the purer feelings find in thee 

The central spot of all that empire sweet, 
Where the dear charms, that Exile longs to see, 

With home's own freedom round that centre meet. 
And where the heart-felt happiness of peace 
Has caus'd the pangs of anxious care to cease. 
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AN EMIGRANT'S SOLILOQUY. 

O'er the wide precincts of the world I've been, 

O'er many a rugged spot and smiling scene ; 

Oft have I roam'd where Nature meets the view, 

Clad in the wildness of the wintry hue. 

Where mountains crown'd with everlasting snow 

Frown o'er a dreary wilderness below, 

O'er where more pleasing prospects meet the eye, 

And Summer's splendour tints the western sky, 

Where purest crystal ripples in the stream. 

And all are there to raise the poet's theme. 

Oft on such scenes has Admiration gaz'd. 

With beauty pleas'd, at majesty amaz'd ; 

But still my visions centred far away. 

To distant scenes Eemembrance lov'd to stray, 
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And Fancy lingered o'er that cherished spot 

Where Exiles' weary sorrows are forgot. 

blest retreat, to youth and childhood dear, 

Spot that has claim'd the warmth of Sorrow's tear, 

Home where my sweetest, happiest hours were spent, 

And where fond Transport made the heart content I 

Now does awak'ning Mem'ry fondly bum, 

To all those heart-felt pleasures to return ; 

Yes I this unhappy spirit, worn with caro, 

Sighs for the freshness of thy native air ! 

may I breathe the freedom of that joy. 

Which home alone inspires, and feel once more a boy 1 

And may T linger out this life's decline. 

Amid those fairy scenes and walks of thine I 
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LINES 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN BY A WEARIED MAN 
OP FASHION. 

Sweet Sleep ! recaller of the pleasing past, 
Of joys in this sad heart now rarely known, 
I love thy soothing presence, 'tis to me 
The sweet forgetfiilness of present woe. 
The spring whence fond Imagination draws 
A balm and solace for the aching heart ; 
For thou recall'st those hours of social bliss. 
That cast the sunny beam of cheerfulness 
O'er the expanse of Youth's unclouded sky. 
Ah I then the fresh and buoyant spirits knew 
Not Care's corroding touch, but pastimes bade 
The bosom echo to the tone of joy ; 
Truth and affection in the visage beam'd, 
And show'd how pure the spirit was within, 
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Ere Avarice its virgin loveliness 

Had blighted, or e'er Vice had stay'd the springs 

Of unsophisticated innocence ; 

Health ting'd the cheek with ruby, and the brow 

Shone with its pristine brightness, ere the heart 

Was schoord in dissipation's wantonness ; 

All beam'd with hope and happiness ; no cloud 

Spread its portending darkness o'er the bright 

And sweetly-smiling future. But the scene 

Alas I how chang'd ! the pleasmg mirthfulness 

Of boyhood is departed, and the friends 

I lov'd in youth, companions of each sport, 

Are mouldering in the cold and silent tomb ! 

Yes I I have felt the stem realities 

And bitter cares that Life has dealt to all, 

And Vice the bloom of Innocence and Health 

Has blighted with the winter of her breath. 
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Yes I that elastic buoyancy of soul, 
The spring of youthful gaiety, 
And happiness, companion of the heart 
Untaught in guile, are now fled far away ! 
that the cheering glow of boyhood would 
Again invigorate this wasted frame, 
And, that I felt the pure, spontaneous play 
Of sportive mirthfulness I no need would be 
For fSashion then to gloss with smiles the care 
And wretchedness that lurk within the breast. 
But to lament what ne'er can be recalFd 
Is vain, and Time rolls onward in his course. 
While o'er the guilty past we moralize. 
Then let me consecrate to Virtue's cause 
The strength and vigour of each future aim, 
And yet may peace and heart-felt happiness 
Gild the sweet close of Life's departing day. 
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TO A WILD FLOWER IN AUTUMN. 

Flower I thou hast felt the gladdening ray 

Of the invigorating Spring, 
Which to manhood's noontide day 

The freshness of thy youth did bring, 
And Summer's powerful beam has shed 
Its sunny splendours o'er thine head. 

A gentler sun, a milder ray, 

Now dedicates thy fragrant breath 

To that decline, that sweet decay, 
The herald of approaching death ! 

Yes ! thou wert born 'mid Spring to bloom, 

Then sink in Autumn to the tomb ! 
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The joys of youth on me have smil'd, 
Like thee I've known a brighter hour, 

Love's ardour has my thoughts beguil'd, 
But now I feel no more its power, 

No longer passion fires this breast, 

Which seeks the soothing shades of rest. 

And now, amid this life's decline, 

I feel a transport more serene, 
In Friendship's calm and pure sunshine. 

Than e'er in brighter days hath been, 
A mirth that cheers without alloy, 
A tranquil but a heart-felt joy I 

I now, amid life's evening, choose 
That rural and that calm retreat, 
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Where pensive Mem'ry still may muse 
O'er all that was to boyhood sweet, 
Where all affection lov'd may seem 
Restored in Fancy's pleasing dream. 

Not long thy fragrance, flower ! shall shed 
Its sweetness o'er September's wind, 

Soon shall this wearied spirit wed 
The home of the immortal mind ; 

Like thee I've bloom'd, like thine my breath 

Shall fade, my sun shall set in death. 
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A WINTER SOLILOQUY. 

And can the brightness of the landscape fade ? 
The smile of Summer cease to deck the glade ? 
Can the sweet rosebud -lose its wonted bloom, 
Like beauty when it finds an early tomb ? 
Is this the tranquil, the delighfiil scene. 
That bloom'd in all the summer life of green ? 
How changed indeed my wonted path appears, 
Where now no fragrant gale of freshness cheers. 
Where slumbering Nature darkly meets the view, 
Bright with no sunny smile, no living hue. 
But where the blast that sweeps the lonely plain 
Proclaims the cheerless spread of Winter's reign ! 
And such is life ! In childhood's day it seems 
The feirest scene of Hope's enchanting dreams, 
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While to the artless mind no anxious fears 
Disturb the peaceful joys of future years, 
And pure the brightest of affection shines 
O'er all the varied pleasures Hope combines ; 
The tender fondness of a mother's love 
Seems onward with the lapse of time to move, 
The pure delight that evening's joys inspire, 
The cheering brightness of the wintry fire, 
The sportive mirth that knows not envy's guile, 
And the fond sweetness of a father's smile, 
The social charms that bid us not to roam. 
And all the heart-felt happiness of home : 
These, these the youthful fancy loves to view 
As springs of bliss the future shall renew, 
A cheering prelude to those scenes of joy, 

4 

Where Fear and Sorrow never bring alloy. 
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And are they such ? Go, ask the silent grave ! 
There lie the dearest forms that Heav'n e'er gave ; 
There in its gloomy precincts now decay 
Those youthful hearts that once were fondly gay. 
Yes ! I have felt Affection's gentle mirth 
Breathe life and sweetness round the social hearth, 
Have known the brightest hopes that make life dear, 
But hopes o'er which Remembrance drops a tear ! 
Hopes that have felt the blasting hand of Fate, 
And left their once glad mansion desolate ! 
And now I feel this wintry scene impart 
A tone congenial to my aching heart ; 
Yes ! the wild blast that sweeps the lonely heath, 
Me thinks, laments the chilling hand of Death, 
And mourns the joys of childhood passed away. 
That hail'd the cloudless morn of life's bright day. 
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But say, sad Muse ! though 'mid this transient scene, 

Kemembrance sighs o'er joys that once have been, 

Though all we love must hear that mournful knell. 

That watch-word of Despair and Death, " Farewell !" 

And though the dreary coldness of the tomb 

O'er life and beauty spreads its sullen gloom ; 

Yet can no dream of sweetness cheer the sight 

With the fond rapture of foretold delight ? 

Can Hope afford no glimpse of brighter day, 

To cheer the weary pilgrim on his way ? 

Yes I let her hand the sacred word unfold. 

And all the Christian's future bliss be told ; 

That though this mortal frame to dust return, 

The lamp of life shall never cease to burn. 

But brightly shine when worlds shall be no more, 

And Time his restless course has travelled o'er. 
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Yes I though the righteous find no place of rest 
'Mid earthly scenes, in Heav'n he shall be blest, 
And though the charms of friendship shall decay. 
And home's enlivening joys shall pass away, . 
Yet still, beyond the grave, his eye shall meet 
Those oft-remember'd friends he lov'd to greet ; 
There shall the forms that charm his raptured view. 
The more than joy of early life renew, 
And Death's destroying arm no more shall part 
The friends, the kindred sacred to his heart. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ON VISITING HOLYROOD. 

The mind recurs to Scotia's lovely Queen, 

Whose best and brightest hours were here beguiVd ; 
The morning of her reign here dawn'd serene, 

And here the sunshine of her fortune smird. 
Ah I in those hours but little did she deem 

How soon her joyous morn would be overcast ! 
How soon would Pleasure's transitory dream 

Like beauty fade, too lovely for to last I 
She, when a captive in the lonely tower. 

Far from the splendour of Edina's view, 
Would oft the fond remembrance of each hour, 

Within these walls beguil'd, in grief renew ! 
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Methinks when Fortune frown'd upon her lot, 

Deceiving Hope her thoughts would often cheer 
With visions of this fondly cherished spot, 

Brought by the welcome hand of Freedom near ! 
But ah ! how stem was Destiny's decree. 

Let Sorrow's mournful eloquence declare. 
For, while the gen'rous heart can pity, she 

The pensive sadness of its grief will share. 
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WRITTEN AT HEIDELBERG CASTLE. 

Majestic remnant of the warlike past, 

Whose frowning grandeur decks old Neckars* side, 
Unmoved by years thy sure foundations last, 

And still thy rock-built battlements abide I 
Withstanding the dominion of decay. 

Thou spumest Timers all-devastating tide. 
And o'er each ancient buttress greets the day 

The graceful ivy*s melancholy pride. 
Majestic fortress I as on thee I gaze, 

What thoughts of chivalry and legend rise. 
Of dark and dreary subterranean maze, 

And dungeon-cell ne'er greeted by the skies. 
Of chamber where the peal of midnight bell 
Wam'd of approaching murder with its knell ! 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ON REVISITING WOLSINGHAM, 
IN THE COUNTY OF DURHAM. 

On this sweet vale where Nature smiles around 
Hath Heav'n conferred her most luxuriant boon ; 

Here verdure's brightest ornaments abound, 
Clothed in the purest loveliness of June, 
And now embellished by the silver moon ; 

Here Peace reposes in the sylvan shade, 
Nor Strife nor Tumult vex the ear of noon, 

And here each graceful work a God hath made 

Adorns the mountain, valley, stream, or woody glade. 
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Oft did Remembrance paint the peaceful scene, 
When far away from this sequestered spot, 

For Friendship's calm effulgence shone serene, 
And, (Heav'n be praised,) still shines upon my lot. 
No stain the deeply-cherished past to blot I 

Here Health adopts me for her fondest child. 
Where clearest water cools each summer grot, 

And o'er the grandeur of the mountain wild 

Hath Heaven's most bracing, purest freshness smiVd. 
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TO DR. ANSTER, 

TRANSLATOR OF FAUST. 

Anster I the grateful mem'ry turns to thee, 
And views with pride thy hospitality ; 
Yes ! I have seen thy goodness face to face, 
And marked the social charms that greatness grace ; 
That kind reception at thy board have met, 
Which fond Remembrance never can forget ; 
And far from home hath join'd in festive mirth 
With those that deck thy bright and happy hearth. 

The fountain whence the stream of genius flows, 
The sparkling wave of generous nature knows. 
And talent's brightest splendours shine combined 
With those best beauties that adorn the mind ; 
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And, Anster ! thus thy lore and learning shed 
A halo round to gentle virtue wed, 
While harmless fun thy conversation cheers. 
And every social charm thy hearth endears. 

Where'er my wandering footsteps bend my way, 
Still to thy side shall grateful Memory stray, 
And love to paint the pleasures of that view. 
Where gladness finds a fountain ever new, 
And where the frankness of each happy face 
Steals from thy gentle mirth a generous grace. 
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THE POET'S FIRESIDE. 

The vain and giddy world but little knows 
The joy that from the poet's rapture flows, 
And that pure pleasure words can ne'er express 
Which Genius gives amid its tenderness I 
For home and all the joys its wealth supplies 
Is the true poet's purest paradise ; 
There social welcome bids the weary rest, 
And wit and fond affection cheer the breast, 
While gentle joys that cheer but not defile 
Shed o'er the raptur'd heart their sweet'ning smile. 
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LINES 

WRITTEN ON RETURNING TO CARLISLE, AND VIEWING 
ITS CASTLE. 

Hail I ancient fortress, where the traveller views 
A noble relic of the days gone bye, 
While Fancy 'mid thy grass-grown walls renews 
Her thoughts of legends which can never die, 
And feels again each Border hero nigh. 
While dead M'lvor springs to life again. 
And Charles's sorrows pity's pang supply ; 
She sees the captive Kidmont freedom gain, 
And Bannockburn's bright chief repose on Eden's plain. 

But most I ponder o'er thy mournful fate, 
Poor, injur'd Mary, Scotia's lovely Queen, 
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For, here did Bondage and Oppression wait 
Where yon tall rampart decks the ancient scene ; 
Say ! did no ray of comfort shine between 
Each hour of Thraldom's dull and darksome night ? 
Did no kind friend in mercy intervene, 
And cheer with social view her weary sight, 
Or by his playful humour charm her with delight ? 

Hail I grass-grown fortress of the former time. 
Thy buttress brings to view each Border scene, 
And thy proud keep that rears its head sublime. 
Tells of each wild romance that there has been ; 
But, when again shall ages pass, I ween 
Thy walls again shall speak of days gone bye, 
When good Victoria, England's gracious Queen, 
Linked us to her by each endearing tie. 
And gained the heart's good wish which gold could 
never buy. 
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ON BEADING MKS. HEMANS' POEMS. 

Bard of the softer graces that entwine 

Their fairest forms round Woman's tender frame, 
And those entrancing graces more divine, 

That 'mid her bosom adoration claim, 
I love thee, for Kefinement's chastened beam 

O'er each sweet page in purest lustre shines, 
And thy fair spirit's gentleness I deem 

All the more tender sympathies combines ! 
what without each pure and playful grace 

That home derives from Woman's tender heart, 
Which breathes refinement on the human race. 

And to the desert can a charm impart ? 
who can tell the strength of Woman's love, 
Which not the power of time nor man can move ? 
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TO A MUMMY. 

Did life once glow within thy sluggish frame, 
Thy form once woo the sonl's immortal flame ? 
Yes ! did those dull and sightless eye-balls shine 
With the bright radiance of a power divine ? 
And did the clay-cold languor of that cheek 
Glow with the hue of Health's electric streak? 
Ah, lifeless clod I if thy mute voice could speak, 
How fraught with fervour would thy language be 
Of all the joys that Boyhood woke in thee, 
Of each sweet spot that charmed the buoyant breast, 
When Life was clad in Fancy's brightness blest. 
And how thy now mute, voiceless tongue, would say 
What joys were thine when Time matured thy day, 
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What heart-felt charms the social hearth could yield, 
As all those charms hj Evening were reveal'd, 
What cares were thine, the common lot of all, 
What social sorrows did thy breast befall, 
And what the truth that stem Experience taught. 
When Fancy's vision to an end was brought ! 
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WEITTEN IN COLOGNE CATHEDRAL. 

Here, 'mid the vastness of the Gothic pile, 

Has Grandeur fiz'd his most majestic throne. 
And here amid the far-extended aisle. 

Sweet Music breathes her most inspiring tone. 
As through the arch the lingering footsteps tread, 

Rapt Admiration wakes each thought the while, 
And glorious scenes to Heav'n's own splendour wed 

The fervour of the fancy now beguile ; 
The gorgeous glory of the oriel's light 

Sheds a chaste lustre o'er the hallow'd scene. 
Not with the day's majestic splendour bright, 

But deck'd with Twilight's loveliness serene ; 
Then Meditation, here thy best retreat, 
Secluded from the world be this thy seat I 



156 MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 

CHRISTMAS. 

Now Winter bids the midniglit tempest rage, 
And with the wreck of Nature war engage ; 
Now 'mid the spread of Desolation's reign 
The blast lamenting sweeps the lonely plain, 
And o'er the lengthened pathway deeply spread 
The snow impedes the traveller's sluggish tread. 

Behold yon cottage-home that cheers the view, 
And 'mid the fire-lit room those joyous few. 
Yes I mark the mirth that brightens o'er each face. 
As Sport and Pastime run in pleasure's race ; 
There buoyant boyhood revels unconfin'd, 
And fun and harmless frolic flow combin'd, 
As blindman's-buff delights the youthful breast, 
And all the slipper's charms are there confess'd, 
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Yes ! Nature there has unrestrained play, 
And there untaught in vice the heart is gay, 
While there the buoyant breast no sorrow knows, 
As Joy's delightful sunshine o'er it glows. 

But mark around the brightness of the hearth 
In rest reposes now their quiet mirth. 
And now Affection's fondest, fairest power 
Breathes its best fervour o'er the fireside hour, 
For 'mid the circle of that sweet retreat 
Long-parted friends with Ardour's fondness meet, 
Now Conversation thrills the gen'rous heart. 
And bids the pulse of pleasure joy impart, 
While glad good- will enlivens every face. 
And social ardour sheds its sweetest grace ; 
There as the cheerful Yule-log brightly glows. 
And round the goblet's gladd'ning liquor flows. 
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How breathless mute attention strives to hear, 
As robber-stories rouse a mimic fear I 

Christmas I season which can home endear, 
Delightful period when in concourse sweet, 
The forms of parted friends in rapture meet, 
When harmless revelry and social mirth 

Breathe their best charms around the household hearth, 

1 feel thj glad return bid mem'ry trace 
Those heart-felt sports that long ago had place, 
Those English games that graced the good old time 
As chilling frosts made cold the wintry clime, 
When nobles sought o'er poverty to pour 

A friendly balm it ne'er had felt before, 
And Gladness grac'd the peasant's peaceful door, 
While then the poor man lov'd the titled great. 
Nor curs'd the low condition of his fate. 
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ODE TO MUSIC. 

DESCfiND, brightest of the Nine, 
From thine abode, the mount divine, 
And may thy heavenly aid reveal 
The joys that purer spirits feel ; 
shew me not Cathedral aisle. 
Where Grandeur lights the Gothic pile. 
And where the pealing organ's sound 
Casts Inspiration's power around. 
But lead me to some lone retreat, 
Some solitude in woodland sweet, 
Where rustic voices gently raise 
A song to great Jehovah's praise. 
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And here as simple, sweet, sublime. 
In solemn unison they chime, 
We feel how thy transcendent art 
When simplest most can touch the heart, 
And that no mighty organ's peal 
Can feelings fraught like these reveal. 
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HYMN ON CREATION. 

Ceeation shews thy grandeur, mighty God I 
Its realm extending wide from pole to pole, 
Yes I all where man's admiring foot hath trod 
The splendour owns of thy pervading soul, 
Its changes ruled by thy divine control, 
Whether the landscape woo the lovely day, 
Or mighty Ocean's waves majestic roll, 
Or Silence greets the moonbeam's trembling ray, 
All, all confess how great thy pencil's matchless sway. 

The stream whose flow with crystal decks the earth, 
'Mid scenes which Peace hath hallow'd with her wand. 
The grove which hears the nightingale's sweet mirth, 
The breeze by which its loveliness is fann'd. 
All speak the fullness of thy spirit bland. 
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And with tbj love and condescension fraught, 
First pour'd their treasures forth at thy command, 
And each transcendent work tby skill hath wrought 
In shrub, or flower, or tree, thy bounty gives for nought. 

The mountain crowned with everlasting snow, 
That rears its form majestic from the plain. 
And o'er whose top the storms of winter blow. 
Speaks the stem grandeur of thy changeless reign : 
The sun whose splendour cheers the world's domain, 
Is the best emblem of that purer ray, 
Whose bright effulgence filling Nature's fane 
Bids every heart untaught in vice be gay. 
And clothes with life and beauty dead creation's way. 

But the bright glory of thy Godhead shines 
More full in man, thine image here below, 
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Yes I mind's immortal purity divine 
We view through his majestic image glow, 
While godlike beauties in his visage flow, 
And Heaven's best graces in his actions play ; 
But these bright ornaments but faintly show 
The full eflfulgence of thy G-odhead's ray, 
Whose splendour sheds o'er Heav'n perfection's purest 
day. 

And mirror'd in sweet Woman's lovely face, 
The gentler attributes of Godhead shine. 
While in her charming gracefulness we trace 
The chastened splendour of the beam divine, 
Her bosom is the never-failing mine 
Of all the playful tenderness of love, 
Her modest movements ev'ry grace combine, 
And shewing thee her fond affections prove 
How great and deep thy goodness, mighty God above I 
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VERSES 

TO THE 

MEMORY OF MARY, QUEEN OF SCOTS. 

O THOU, resplendent, o'er whose form and face 
Kind Nature pour'd the purity of grace. 
And o'er the softness of whose brow divine 
Sweet Beauty sought her brightest wreath to twine, 
While o'er its breadth was virtue seen to move 
In all the magic modesty of love ! 
Poor Queen I while Pity warms the pensive breast, 
The memory of thy sufferings there shall rest ; 
And while the gen'rous eye a tear can shed, 
Shall sorrow ponder when thy tale is read ! 
Gem of the garden I Beauty's brightest flower, 
How short the sunshine of thy morning hour I 
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And ab I bow stern and ruthless was the storm, 
Whose fury struck thy sweet and fairy form ! 

Though Scandal wove her well-concocted tale, 
And at thy faultless life could Malice rail, 
Still on thy side has Truth engaged her aid, 
And thy complaint her own has Justice made, 
While as the noonday bright thy virtues shine, 
Girt with those gentler graces only thine. 
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/ 

ON SEEING THE 
ELEVEN OF ALL ENGLAND PLAY A MATCH 

WITH THE 

CAELISLE CLUB. 

This is the noblest exercise of health, 

The pastime linked with England's cherished name, 
Not all the pomp of luxury and wealth 

Can meet the exulting rapture of the game. 
Here Strength enlists his Herculean aid, 

And views with eagle eye his wish'd-for aim ; 
Here Vigour leaves Repose's soothing shade, 

A victory o'er the friendly foe to claim. 
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Ah I who can tell the buoyant sense of joy, 
That thrills the bounding breast of cricketer, 

Which mates e'en Manhood feel again a boy, 
And Mem'ry to the scenes of youth recur ? 

Ah I who can tell save he who heart and hand 
Joins in the favorite sport of this sweet land ? 
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STANZAS. 



How calm and how fair is the freshness of morning, 
When May sheds her sweet-scented breath o'er the scene, 

And with Beauty's bright garland the landscape adorning. 
Bids Nature's best visage be glad and serene 1 

Then the spirit of freshness invests the fair hour, 
And veils the green earth in her mantle so bright, 

E'en the footsteps of manhood confess her sweet power, 
And the heart that was care-worn is filled with delight. 

But soon 'mid the gloom and the chill of November, 
The landscape's fair beauty fades swiftly away, 

So all that the cherishing heart can remember 
Is doom'd to the dreary repose of decay. 
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TO THE GODDESS OF YOUTH. 

Goddess ! descend from thy sky-seated throne, 
And tune to the key-note of pleasure each tone, 
Give health to the frame, and give warmth to the heart. 
And all the fond fervour of boyhood impart I 
say ! wilt thou lead me where Beauty's smiles shed 
Wake a feeling of fancy to hope and love wed, 
And where the sweet graces that Womanhood lends, 
The warmth of devotion and rapture attends ? 
Yes ! shew me, sweet Groddess I that beautiful bower. 
Where she blooms fairer far than the blossoming flower. 
And there may her smile and her gracefulness prove 
A potent enchantment inspiring with love ! 
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Or shew me the board, and its sweet social view, 
With the circle of friendship and joys ever new, 
And there as the pulse of excitement has play. 
And Wine, Wit, and Woman there make the heart gay, 
May the fondness of fancy have plentiful scope. 
And the bosom abound with the beating of hope. 

Or lead me in joy to the ball and the dance, 

Where we feel the gay rapture of pleasure's romance, 

And there as the magic of music has sway. 

And the bright beam of beauty illumines the way. 

There, there may I own the triumphant control. 

Which that fairy-like scene can cast over the soul. 
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WRITTEN IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY. 

Approach with awe this consecrated ground, 
Nor let unhallowed thoughts engender here, 

Let no harsh murmur mar the solemn sound, 
Which 'mid the sacred cloister greets the ear. 

Here is the shrine of the illustrious few, 
Who in remembrance deathless flourish still ; 

All those that to the Muses' beckoning true, 
Climb'd the proud summit of the sacred hill. 

There sleep the monarchs of this mighty isle. 
Recorded each in history's classic page, 

Not all the pride of pomp, nor flatt'ry's smile, 
Could stay the progress of the tyrant Age. 
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The monarch throned in majesty and state, 
The beggar cloth'd in poverty forlorn, 

Alike confess a stem relentless fete, 
And each to his last dwelling-place is borne. 

Nor do ye, deathless bards in mem'ry great. 
Shun the stem vengeance of the common foe, 

The scholar and the peasant both await 
Alike the ruthless hatred of his blow. 

The swain unlettered in his humble cot, 

Whose heart the Muse ne'er prompted to aspire, 

Enjoys the pleasures of his lowly lot, 
As deeply as the favoured by her fire. 

Nor you, ye sons of unpretending birth. 
Lament the fortune of your fate obscure, 
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Nor let the pomp whose grandeur governs earth 
Enlist your envy, children of the poor ! 

Behold the stem perplexities of state, 

The care that mars the pomp, the pride of power. 
And let the glittering grandeur of the great 

Ne'er prompt the wish of each aspiring hour. 

But seek amid the sylvan, sweet retreat. 
That better bliss that Nature deals to all. 

That healthful glow that makes life's labour sweet, 
And that pure peace which nothing can befall. 
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ADDRESSED TO RUSSIA. 

In heraldry's adomiDg bright, 
Russia I you have acted right, 
To choose an eagle for your crest, 
A subject fit and far the best, 
For, as the mighty king of birds 
Fears for to touch the stronger herds. 
But seizes each defencless lamb. 
His avaricious throat to cram, 
So you have seized poor Poland's form, 
No, not to shield it from the storm, 
But to divide in ruthless spoil 
That harmless tenant of the soil. 
Touch, if you dare, Britannia's frame, 
And you will far mistake your game ! 
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For she a fowler strong, expert, 

Is always on the watch alert, 

And you once fastened in her noose, 

Not quite so easy to unloose. 

Will have to make the Regent's Park 

Your useless rage's venting mark. 
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WEITTEN IN SEPTEMBER, 1850. 

Calm on her throne of beautiful repose, 

September sheds her last expiring ray. 
And the fair landscape's mournful beauty shews 

The sweet though sombre symptoms of decay ; 
Its most cerulean hue the sky unfolds. 

Reflected in the wave its image glows, 
And wrapt in thought the musing mind beholds 

The last, sweet scene of Nature ere the close. 
May I thus linger out this life's decline 

Absorbed in Contemplation's sweetest mood. 
Yes ! may its last expiring radiance shine 

With that calm light that hovers o'er the good. 
And may Remembrance ponder o'er each hour, 

That own'd'the buoyant joys of youth's delightful 
power. 
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TO THE DAISY. 

Sweet flower I that deck'st the veraal year, 
Adorning Nature's sylvan scene, 

To me thy brightening bloom is dear, 
Kecalling Spring's luxuriant green. 

When Earth in every mood is gay, 

Awaken'd by the touch of May. 

The angry storms that deck the sky, 
And with their wrath the landscape strike, 

The sun whose beam makes gladness nigh 
Scathe thy resistless head alike ; 

Thou feel'st the sombre gloom of night, 

And breathest morning's cheering light. 
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Amid the children of the earth, 
That deck Creation's wide domain, 

Unnoticed is thy lowly birth, 

So vastly spread is Nature's fane. 

And Life with thee is but a ray 

With meteor flash that dies away. 

And such is man ; he blooms awhile, 
O'erhung by Fortune's changing sky, 

He feels her look or frown or smile. 
And Age, the tyrant, bids him die ; 

And, passing from the world's domain. 

He weds obscurity again. 
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LINES WRITTEN AT SPA IN BELGIUM. 

Delightful spot 1 enchanting is thy view, 

Rob'd in sweet Nature's most luxuriant green, 
Thy lovely prospect now I feel imbue 

My thoughts with him who form'd this fairy scene. 
Here, as thy walks along I wend my way, 

I meet her form whose charm is ever new, 
And bids each pure and sinless soul be gay. 

Beneath the smile of Heaven's inspiring blue ; 
Here Health the breeze has hallowed with her wand, 

And each sweet stream that murmurs as it flows. 
While Peace the landscape which a God hath planned 

Has nam'd the fertile region of repose. 

r 

Farewell I blest spot, to life and nature dear. 
Still shall thy beauties smile in memory near. 
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THE BEAU IDEAL OF WOMAN. 

'TwAS not that Beauty's most transcendent grace 
Beamed on her lip and brightened in her eye, 
Nor that the lustre which suffiis'd her face 
Made all things lovely that its smile came nigh ; 
'Twas not that Nature did her form supply 
With all the faultless elegance of taste, 
'Twas not e'en these that wak'd the ardent sigh. 
Though all confessed that her so beauteous waist 
Love's purest, most enchanting symmetry had grac'd. 

But 'twas that o'er her countenance serene 
Her gentle spirit had a softness shed, 
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There that engaging modesty was seen, 
That unaffected grace to nature wed ; 
And when she spoke, the gentle words she said 
Were musical with playful mood of mind, 
These were the dazzling eloquence that pled. 
These were the charms that could the fancy bind, 
And for these charms alone the heart desponding pin'd. 

In song her voice its graceful cadence roU'd, 
Its tender sweetness touch'd the raptured heart. 
And then methought that Heaven's angelic mould 
To her sweet brow its beauty did impart. 
Her style, imbued with naivete's graceful art, 
Bade each delightful tone the fancy thrill. 
Each love-lit smile of admiration start, 
And captive-bound the vigour of the will ; 
Her song hath ceas'd, but echoes in the mem'ry still ! 

I 
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LINES 
WRITTEN AT TINTERN ABBEY. 

To chasten ruin, and adorn decay, 
Fell Time emits o'er thee a milder ray, 
Pile of magnificence I whose hoary shrine 
The mournful ivy's graces now entwine, 
The mouldering splendour of whose ancient aisle 
Gives thought a feeling not of earth the while. 
And whose majestic and serene repose 
Steals moonlight's softest magic as it flows. 

Such is afiection I though when life is new. 
The bosom beats to Fancy's fondness true, 
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And though to buoyant boyhood all appears 
Bright with that smile that home and hope endears, 
And though the heart, unblighted yet by woe, 
The brightest warmth of kindness loves to shew, 
Still the fine fervour of a purer fire 
Fond Nature kindles 'mid the aged sire, 
And as Time plants each furrow on the cheek, 
And bids the fading frame be worn and weak, 
That failing sire can love and cherish more. 
Than when bright boyhood lit his fires before ; 
So she whom Scotia's bard^ in fancy viewed 
Pour'd o'er her darling spouse affection rude, 
And sought with Nature's eloquence to speak 
That feeling, which to paint e'en words were weak. 



' But now your brow is bi^ld, John, your locks are like the snaw, 
But blessings on your frosty pow, John Anderson my joe." 

—Burns. 
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TO THE RIVER EDEN. 

SWEETEST of strcams, whose meandering flows 

By Cariisle's old tower that conquers decay, 
Thou wooest bland Nature's best beam as it glows, 
And Chivalry's footsteps have hallow' d thy way ; 
For the Border-feud battle was fought by thy side, 
And the shaft of the chieftain was lost in thy tide. 
While thy dark-rolling billow flow'd o'er the fell pride 
Of the warrior menacing terribly I 

Say ! sweet ancient stream, did thy visage behold 
Her elegant form whom the Graces adom'd, 

Stern Scotia's sweet Queen ^ cast in modesty's mould, 
Though Fortune, alas ! her fair gracefulness scom'd ? 



1 Mary, Queen of Scots, who was imprisoned in Carlisle Castle, in a 
tower overlooking the river Eden. 
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And say, did she gaze on thy billowy wave, 
As she to her country her longing look gave, 
In the hope that some true loyal servant would save 
Her form from the mansion of slavery ? 



"Z A 
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SONG OF THE MARINER. 

How sweet and inspiring the sight of the wave, 

As she bounds on her course o'er the waters along ! 
Her neck never own^d the subjection of slave, 

For Freedom has class'd her her children among. 
And sweet is the pure and the life-giving breeze, 

As she fans the faint brow from her billowy throne, 
Her wide-spreading empire is laid on the seas, 

And the softness of music is heard in her tone. 
Then mine be to roam o'er that azure domain, 

And to gaze on the billow's bright beautiful hue. 
With the pulse of enchantment to glide o'er the plain. 

Where the wild and the free give a charm ever new. 
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LINES TO THE OCEAN. 

SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN AT HOWTH, NEAR DUBLIN, 
IN SEPTEMBER, 1864. 

How sweet to leave the tumult of the world, 
The crowded city and its ceaseless din, 
With all its murky atmosphere of smoke, 
For thy delightful freshness ! lovely sea 1 
To feel within thy breath I live anew, 
In all the nameless poetry of health, 
And hear the magic music of thy voice 
Speak its sweet words of gentleness and peace. 

I hail thee Ocean ! as a dear old friend. 
And the delightful welcome of thy smile. 
As that of one whom I have loved of yore. 
For I have known thee charm my boyhood's dawn, 
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And touch the pulse of life and health and joy. 
When years long past I strayed along thy tide, 
Whose freshness brightened Allonby's old shore ; 
And now though Time since then has long since fled, 
I find thee still as lovely as thou wast, 
As thy wave's beauty fills Balscadden bay, 
And pours its azure round Howth's cliflf sublime ; 
Yes ! thou art still as lovely, still as pure. 
Thy billow blue and glancing as before ; 
Nay ! thou art fresh as when creation's mom 
First woke the smile that made thee beautiful. 
And dawn'd upon thee then pronounced so good I 

The unseen soul of Nature dwells o'er thee, 
And Ocean I o'er thy plains each sweetness sheds. 
The spirit of the lovely ! that which moves 
Throughout all space, though but a shadow faint 
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Of Him who is its essence, pouring forth 

O'er all created things His glorious Self 1 

Yes ! it is He who stirs amid thy tide, 

In all the silvered freshness of its blue, 

And 'tis His breath that springs from out thy flow. 

To waft the soul of joy and health to all, 

While in the gentle murmur of thy wave. 

We hear Him whisper words of peace and love ! 

For life and joy and beauty with good will 

Climax'd in music from His being spring, 

And bid His bright creation still be gay. 

Yes ! all the grace and loveliness around, 

The fragrant meadow and delightful grove. 

The mountain kingly in his majesty. 

And the meandering .stream by moonlight touched. 

Or buoyant in the freshness of the mom. 

Like thee, sea I are glorious with the life 
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And being of their Maker, he whose love 
Is sunset's richness and the warmth of day, 
Whose very touch gives beauty, health and joy. 
And from whose bounty all perfection flows. 

Though Ocean ! here I love to meet thy gaze, 
And feel thee lull each passion to repose, 
And though thy bracing breath makes Howth so sweet, 
Yet other charms delight along with thine : 
For here I have a home mid generous friends. 
Whose social mirth to me is ever sweet, 
And whose kind fondness in this breast endears 
As brethren and as sisters them to me. 

Ocean I farewell I where'er my lot be cast, 
Amid the busy murmur of the world. 
This weary heart will fondly turn t) find 
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Health and repose in fellowship with thee ! 
While Howth with all its sweet and cherished scenes, 
Howth where so many happy hours were spent, 
Mid those I class among my dearest friends, 
Shall Memory fix for ever in this heart. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS, &c., 
ON "THE PLEASURES OF MUSIC. ' 



" 'The Pleasures of Music' is musically, tenderly, elegantly written, 
and has suggested to me, in many passages, memories of the master- 
piece of Campbell."— George Gilfillan. 

'' Mr. Fei^^on's model is evidently Campbell's ' Pleasures of Hope,' 
and many passages of his poem are fully equal to the original."— 
Dublin Daily Express. 

"A volume which reflects the greatest credit on the taste and 
versification, and the poetic feeling of the author." — Sir Edward 
BuLWSR Lytton. 

" A delightful bundle of verses."- Palladium. 

" The writer possesses much power of language, and his verse flows 
in a pleasant and harmonious strain, akin to the subject on which he 
treats."— Howttt's Magazine. 

" The author shews a considerable share of taste, refinement, elabo- 
rate elegance in his versification, and a spirit poetically susceptible to 
all that is gentle and fragrant in external nature. Indeed, there is not 
unfrequently a melody in the cadence of his verse, which, indepen- 
dently of the meaning, is delightful."— Morning Post. 

''A pleasing collection of verses, genuine in feeling, and elegant in 
structure. All the world seem to think it a duty, on every fitting occa- 
sion, to praise the divine art of sweet sounds ; but, in many instances, 
the praise is the offspring of thought, and not of feeling. The writer 
of these verses is an exception to the general rule ; he appears to be 
uttering an unfeigned homage to the power of music over his heart." 
— Bahbler. 

" A volume of very considerable promise."— Dublin University 
Eeview fin an Article on the Poets of the present Age J. 



" The style ia very graceful throughout, and occasionally brilliant. 
The talents of the writer are, beyond all question, of a very high 
order, and many passages of his poems are exceedingly beautiful.'* - 
I>r. Athbteb. {Translator of FatutJ. 

" ' The Pleasures of Music and other Poems' shew a study of Pope 
and his school in their smoothness of versification. Those readers 
who admire the more measured style of English verse, and find a 
charm both for the ear and the mind in the same, wUl meet with great 
gratification from their perusal."— Habaibt Martixjsau. 

" A creditable production of the school of Campbell and Rogers. 
The execution of the whole is creditable, at times something more." 
—Spectator: 

"There is great beauty in the poem on the influence of music."— 
Morning Herald. 

"The author shews a degree of poetical talent he does well to 
cultivate and cherish."— Enolibhwoman's Magazine. 

"These poems are the production of one who, in our opinion, is 
likely to become a poet of great excellence."— York Herald. 

" Replete with classic refinement and elaborate elegance."— Liver- 
pool Mail. 

" Mr. Ferguson has written tastefully."— Examiner. 

" Good thoughts in pleasing verse." — Literary Gazette. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS, &c. 
ON "POLAND." 

"I recognize the same elegance of verse, and reconciliation of 
poetic fancy with good taste, which pleased me in Mr. Ferguson's 
former eflfort : indeed, I think he is Improved in ease and spirit,"— 
Sib Edward Bulwer Lytton. 

"A poem inspired by the genius of Campbell."— Dublin Daily 
Express. 



" There is a good deal of elegant fancy and pathetic grace in this 
last production of Mr. Ferguson's pen. The versification is very 
fluent and melodious, and there is remarkable prettiness of expres- 
sion from beginning to end.''— Mobkiko Post. 

" The spirit and music of the * Bard of Hope.* "— Litbraky Gazette. 

" Carefully written and well-felt." — ExaminiLr. 

"A pleasing imitation of the style of Campbell and Eogers."— 
Spbctatob. 
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